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York Observer, 
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of no translation of the ^Eneid that reproduces the poetry of Virgil 
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preserved with delightful equipoise throughout the entire book." — 
Philadelphia Inquirer. 

" The story of the ^neid is delightfully told in this peculiar English 
version." — St. Louis Republican, 
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PREFACE. 



HHIS version of the Odes of Horace is published 
with no slight misgiving ; not, however, from 
consciousness of any lack of sincerity in the 
work, which, as in the case of the ^neid of Virgil, 
has been a never-failing pleasure, and has filled with 
personal satisfaction hours of garrison life that might 
otherwise have proved unprofitable. 

In view of exhaustive efforts by conspicuous scholars, 
it would seem little short of presumption to venture 
upon a literal translation with the hope of throwing 
new light upon the original. 

The author's ambition has been to supply a popular 
rendering of the Latin lyrics, so universally and eagerly 
accepted in their day. To that end, he has labored to 
clothe their beauties in simple language, and in such 
familiar measure as promised to convey their charms 
most pleasantly to the general reader; at the same 
time, keeping as close to the text as possible without 
sacrificing a pardonable freedom of expression, and 
studiously avoiding that stiffness of verbal transfer so 
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apt to impede the flow without adding to a correct 
appreciation of the sentiment. 

No more ample justification of the author's plan 
could be found than the following advice by the Venu- 
sian himself in De Arte Poetici : 

Publica materies privati juris erit, si 
Nee circa vilem patulumque moraberis orbein ; 
Nee verbum verbo curaMs redderefidus 
Interpres ; nee desilies imitator in arctum, 
Undepedemproferrepudor vetet, aut operis lex. 

So complete a shelter affords security from the shafts 
of those critics who might otherwise feel disposed to 
complain of a departure from the rigid requirements of 
the class-room. 

The text of Desprez l>as been the chosen guide, 
which will account for an occasional deviation from 
more modern authorities. 

Headquarters, Twenty-first Infantry, 
Vancouver Barracks, W. T., 
September i6, 1882. 
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INTRODUCTORY LETTER. 



University of Michigan, May 21, 1883. 
My dear Captain, — I heartily congratulate you on 
the completion of your second work; one not less 
arduous and not less felicitously executed than the 
first. When a few years ago I read your translation of 
the iEneid, I was not only delighted, but, pardon me 
for saying it, I was also greatly surprised. Officers of 
the army had not unfrequently published books on 
professional subjects, — on tactics, engineering, mili- 
tary history, and kindred topics; but no work, so far 
as I know, had emanated from the pen of an «.rmy 
officer of a purely literary and classical character, 
I was surprised, therefore, I must confess, that one 
who was engaged in the active routine of military 
service should have found the opportunity and the 
inclination to bind himself to the hard toil of classical 
scholarship, and, above all, to undertake the task, 
involving severe and continuous literary labor, of 
translating into English the great epic of the Latin 
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language. As I advised you then to put your iEneid 
into print, so I do not hesitate to advise you now to 
make a like venture with your Odes of Horace. The 
difficulties you have had to overcome, and the com- 
mendation you have justly deserved, it seems to me, 
are not less in this second work than in the first. 

The Odes, indeed, in their shorter flights and nar- 
rower compass, present in appearance a less formida- 
ble problem to the translator than the loftier themes 
and wider range of the iEneid ; and Horace himself 
modestly admits that the composition of his lyrics de- 
manded gifts of a less elevated character than those 
that make the epic or dramatic poet. But even if we 
were to accept his humble estimate of his own genius, 
it would by no means follow that the conditions of a 
good translation could be any more easily fulfilled in 
the case of the Odes than of an epic like the iEneid. 
For in translation, of course, the question is not of 
original invention or inspiration, but of apprehension, 
of insight, and of loving imitation. Horace likens 
his labor in composing the Odes to the toiling bee of 
Matinus ; and tradition says that Virgil wrote and per- 
fected but few of his verses in a day ; and, doubtless, 
the two friends were quite alike in expending their 
whole strength upon their works, though so widely 
different in theme and form ; and so, in like manner, 
the labor of translating their poems is different in kind 
rather than degree, and the merit of the translator, as 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



INTRODUCTORY LETTER. xi 

such, is to be measured rather by the difficulties he has 
conquered, than by the poetic quality and character of 
his original. 

The epic and the lyric styles may be compared to 
two opposite classes of painting : the great historical 
fresco and the miniature portrait or landscape. The 
former is estimated with reference to its principal 
features, its comprehensive groupings, its grand masses, 
and its general effect; the latter is inspected in its 
minutest details, and must satisfy the eye on the 
closest scrutiny of its lines, its coloring, and its fin- 
ishing touches. In the Odes of Horace it is especially 
these latter traits of delicacy, refinement, and nicety 
of form and finish, associated with his ingenuity and 
keenness of thought, and with the constant play of 
his genial wit and subtle humor, that the translator 
must attempt to reproduce. How impossible is an 
absolutely perfect reproduction ! how difficult even a 
good imitation ! How much we must inevitably lose 
of the power of the original words and phrases ; how 
much of the light and beauty of association and allu- 
sion \ how much even of the indefinable charm of 
sounds ! 

But in spite of the inherent difficulties of the task, 
you have succeeded in making the Odes appear nat- 
ural, easy, and graceful in an English dress. Our 
English idioms in general have the advantage over 
the Latin of greater simplicity and directness, and 
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our lyric verse, if not so varied in structure, compen- 
sates in some measure by its rhythm of accent for the 
Latin rhythm of quantities, and somewhat by the 
pleasing effect of rhyme for the charm of the classical 
metres. These capabilities of our language, I think 
your readers will admit, you have employed with ad- 
mirable skill, and have thus given to your Odes a 
form closely approximating to the grace, sweetness, 
and varied harmonies of Horace himself. How for- 
tunate you have been in transfusing into your lines 
the mind and spirit of the genial bard I need not 
repeat. Nor is it the least of the praises due to your 
literary enterprise that, while following the profession 
of arms, you will have anticipated us who have de- 
voted our lives to classical studies, in presenting"* to 
the public the first American translation of the Latin 
poetf whom most of all lyric poets American scholars 
read and admire. 

Confidently expecting that your new work will be 
received as kindly as the first, 

I remain, my dear captain, faithfully yours, 

Henry S. Frieze. 

Captain Henry H. Pierce, U. S. Army. 
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BOOK I. 



ODE I. 



TO M^CENAS.' 



jS^yrM -^CENAS, of a kingly race, 

wSBL D ^y shield and glory, some are born 

Who triumph in Olympic dust 
By rushing wheels in eddies whirled. 
The goal by heated axle grazed 
And chaplets made of victor palm 
Exalt the lords of earth to gods. 
This man rejoices on whose brow 
Rome's multitude, a fickle throng, 
Hath vied to place a triple crown ; 
Another, if his garner hold 
Whatever is gleaned from Libyan floors." 
Though wealth of Attalus were thine, 
It would not tempt the simple swain. 
Content to hoe paternal glebe, 
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To venture with the Cyprian keel 

To plow iEgaea's billowy plain. 

The merchant, dreading southern blasts 

In combat with Icarian waves, ^ 

Doth praise with quaking heart the r^st 

And beauty of his village home : 

Howbe, to suffer want unused, 

The shattered hull he soon repairs. 

Some revel in the flowing bowl. 

Nor grudge the many hours they spend 

Outstretched beneath the arbute green, 

Or near some placid fount at ease. 

More glory in the bustling camp; 

The trump and clarion's harsh accord ; 

The bloody field that mothers dread. 

Yon huntsman lingers in the sleet. 

Unmindful of his waiting bride. 

If so the baying hounds have seen 

The an tiered stag ; the Marsian boar 

Hath rent the corded net in twain. 

An ivy's humble wreath that veils 

A master's brow with gods above 

Uplifts my soul. The merry dance 

In shady groves, when wood-nymphs join 

With satyrs in the mazy round, 

Exalts me o'er the vulgar throng — 

Should fair Euterpe ^ fill the pipes. 

Or Polyhymnia* deign to tune 
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Melodious Lesbian strings the while. 
But if among the lyric bards 
My name be found, this brow in pride 
Shall reach to yoAder shining stars I 



NOTES. 



« Caius Cilnius Maecenas, who shared the favor of Aagustus, and 
was a noted patron of literature. 
« Threshing-floors. 

3 The Muse of lyric poetry, whose symbol is a flute. 

4 The Muse of sublimer song, represented in a pensive mood. The 
other Muses were symbolized as follows : Calliope, of epic poetry, by 
a tablet and stylus ; Clio, of history, by a scroll ; Melpomene, of 
tragedy, by a tragic mask ; Terpsichore, of dance and song, by a 
lyre ; Erato, of the poetry of love, sometimes by a lyre ; Urania, of 
astronomy, by a pointer and globe ; Thalia, of comedy, by a comic 
mask. 
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ODE II. 



TO C^SAR AUGUSTUS.^ 




NOUGH of snow to earth the god hath sent ; 
With deadly hail ' his fiery bolts were hurled ; 
On sacred domes his fearful wrath found vent. 
Rome's turrets reeled ! 
Each guilty nation trembled with affright, 

Lest hapless Pyrrha's ^ grievous age return 
When fishy monsters climbed the rocky height, 

By Proteus led. 
On elm-tree boughs where doves once reared their 
broods 
The tribes of ocean found unwonted rest ; 
And timid roes then swam the briny floods 

That whelmed our land. 
We saw the Tiber's yellow, restless tide 
In refluent fury from the Tuscan shore 
O'er Numa's halls of polished marble ride ; 

O'er Vesta's fane. 
While grieving Ilia all too freely wept, 

O'er leftward banks by boastful ardor led. 
Though Jove was wroth, the vengeful river swept. 

Uxorious stream. 
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Ye guilty sires, few sons of yours remain 

To learn of steel with kindred weapons clashed ; 

How Persians lived when Roman youth were slain — 

A thing unjust ! 

What god invoked shall stay the empire's fall ? 

What tearful prayers may now the Virgins plead 

To rouse the maid who heedeth not their call, 

Pure Vesta dumb? 

Ah ! whom shall Jove in righteous anger smite ? 

Now, kind Apollo, hear the suppliant's cry ; 

In cloudy mantle drape thy shoulders white ; 

In mercy come. 

Or, gentle Venus, turn thy steps this way : 

Around thee Mirth and Cupid spread their wings. 

Or, glorious Mars, regard our race, we pray — 

Thy sons forgot. 

O warlike Mars ! with gory banquets fed ; 

Whom battle's din and shining helms delight ; 

The savage frown that marks the aspect dread 

Of Moors in fight. 

Or speed thy coming, gentle Maia's heir ; * 

In changeless youth now fold thy pinions here ; 

Avenger god — content the name to wear — 

Of Julius' death. 

Long may thy flight be stayed to yonder blue ; 

By Tiber's banks thy cherished home be found ; 

No breeze untimely, grieved our sins to view, 

E'er waft thee hence. 
I* 
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But rather here rejoice in triumphs grand ; 

The name of founder, sire of Rome, receive. 
Forbid that Medes, beneath our Caesar's hand, 

Unsmitten ride ! 



NOTES. 



» Cassar assumed the title of Augustus on the 17th of January, 
A.u.C, 727 ; the night following Rome was visited by a fearful storm, 
so that Tiber overflowed its banks. This ode alludes to that event. 

3 Appianus and Dion both tell of a most dreadful tempest of 
thunder, hail, and rain immediately after the assassination of Julius 
Caesar. Many temples were destroyed, or greatly damaged, which 
was deemed an omen of the civil strife that very soon followed. — 
Watson. 

3 Wife of Deucalion, king of Thessaly, in whose time came the 
deluge that drowned everybody but himself and wife. They drifted 
in a boat to the top of Mount Parnassus. After the flood Deucalion 
was instructed by the oracle at Themis to restore the human race by 
casting bis great mother's bones behind his back : whereupon he and 
Pyrrha, the only survivors, threw stones over their shoulders, that 
straightway became men and women. — Watson, 

4 Mercury, whose father was Jupiter. Maia was the daughter of 
Pleione and Atlas. 
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ODE III. 

A PRAYER FOR THE SAFE ARRIVAL 
OF VIRGIL AT ATHENS. 

I AY she who rules the Cyprian isle, 

Fair Venus,' potent queen of love, 
The twins' that basked in Leda's smile. 

Now yonder stars that shine above, 
O favored galley, speed thy way I 

May gentle zephyrs from the west 
So fill thy snowy sails, I pray — 

All others hushed by Jove's behest — 
That Mantua's gifted bard may ride, 

A precious freight we trust to thee, 
And safely land across the tide 

On Attic shores, from danger free. 
O, shield the bard whose life and mine 

As equal weights the balance hold ! 
A triple mail of proof divine, 

With during oak laid fold on fold. 
Encased the hardy sailor's breast, 

Who ventured first his bark so frail 
On yonder faithless billow's crest; 

Nor feared the howling western gale 
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With Northern blasts in combat dire ; 

The baleful Hyads,^ sign of pain, 
That gleam in Taurus' front of fire ; 

Or Notus fierce who sweeps the main, 
Than whom, o'er Adria's waves that shine 

No tyrant guides his foaming steeds 
More prompt to rouse the slumbering brine, 

Whose frown the sea more surely heeds. 
What ghastly form of death may daunt 

The soul that viewed — yet failed to weep — 
The monster shapes of fish that haunt 

The coral groves, and roam the deep ? 
Who calmly viewed the billowy plain ; 

Acroceraunia, odious rocks?* 
Ah ! prudent Jove divides in vain 

By swelling floods the grazing flocks, 
If impious barks may cross the brinks 

0*er which no pilgrim's foot may pass. 
Presumptuous man who never shrinks 

When dangers press is prone, alas. 
In paths forbid to blindly stray I 

Prometheus 5 ventured heights sublime. 
And stole the fire that quickens clay. 

That daring theft in after-time 
Brought woe to Earth with famine gaunt ; 

In cohort grim new plagues appeared 
To fill the tomb that spirits haunt ; 

Death's pallid steed, before unfeared, 
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With hurrying hoofs came on apace. 

On airy wings, to men denied, 
The artful Craftsman * fled through space. 

Alcmena's son' in fabled pride^ 
Hell's barriers burst, nor checked his pace. 

Each rugged slope man's foot hath trod. 
Supernal heights we madly scale ;^ 

With brazen front defy the god 
Who hurls the lightning, rides the gale I 



NOTES. 

» Venus was invoked by mariners, not only because she sprung 
from the ocean, but because her star was useful in navigation. — Cruq' 

« Castor and Pollux, sons of Leda, wife of Tyndarus, king of La- 
conia. I^da is said to have brought forth two eggs; out of one, 
came Pollux and Helen begotten by Jupiter, and therefore immortal ; 
of the other, Castor and Clytemnestra begotten by Tyndarus, and 
therefore mortal. Castor and Pollux were changed into stars, and 
empowered by Neptune to aid mariners in distress. — WiUson. 

3 A constellation in the head of the Bull, whose rising and setting 
are frequently attended by rain— hence called Tristas.— Francis. 

4 Called " odious" because Augustus was nearly shipwrecked on 
them. 

5 Father of Deucalion. He stole fire from heaven, and as a punish- 
ment was bound on Mount Caucasus where a vulture constantly fed 
upon his liver that was as constantly renewed. 

fi Daedalus, a noted artificer of Athens, who built the labyrinth of 
Crete. He is said to have fashioned wings of wax, and thus escaped 
from Minos, king of the island, over the ^Egaean sea. 

7 Hercules. 8 jn allusion to the fable of the giants. — Francis. 
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ODE IV. 
TO SEXTIUS. 

SOW frowning Winter smooths his icy brow 
Beneath the kisses wanton Spring bestows ; 
In grateful round the busy Zephyr hies 

To waft the fragrance of the blushing rose. 
Now creaking rollers * launch the stranded hull ; 

The bleating flock again forsakes the fold ; 
The youthful swain no longer loves the hearth ; 

No frosty mantle hides the smiling wold. 
Now lovely Venus leads the choral dance 

By silvery moonlight round the highland tree ; 
The merry wood-nymphs beat the velvet sod 

In joyful cadence with the Graces three ; 
By Vulcan kindled, Cyclops' ' forges roar. 

It's time to weave our shining locks with green, 
Or twine the flowers that deck the fruitful plain ; 

And pay to Faunus ^ yearly vows, I ween, 
If he demand a kid or lambkin slain. 

But pallid Death strides on with measured pace 
Through kingly halls and through the beggar's hut. 

O happy Sextius, blest beyond thy race, 
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Life's meagre span forbiddeth hope deferred. 

The truly wise take pleasures as they fly. 
Already Night puts on her sable robe ; 

The deepening shadows of the tomb draw nigh. 
Plutonian exile drear awaits thee now. 

Within the borders of that ghostly land 
The feast is ended, and the dice un thrown ; ^ 

No gentle pressure of the trembling hand. 
Alas, no Daphnis waits thy coming shade, 

Who fires with love each doting shepherd's heart ; 
Whose artns anon shall tempt the bashful maid ! 



NOTES. 



* The ancients drew their ships on shore during the winter, and 
launched them by means of engines, or rollers, in the spring. — San, 

3 Giants of great strength, who worked for Vulcan in caves beneath 
Mount -^tna. They had but one eye which was in the middle of 
their foreheads. 

3 Father of Latinus, and a mythical king of Italy. After death he 
was worshiped as the god of shepherds and of agriculture. 

4 Among the ancients, a king of the feast was chosen by a throw of 
dice upon whose faces were engraven the images of Saturn, Jupiter, 
Mars, Apollo, Venus and Diana. He who threw Venus was made 
king, and it was his province to order how much each guest should 
drink. — Watson. 
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ODE V. 
TO PYRRHA." 

IRRCT^HAT delicate youth, fickle Pyrrha, enfolds 

Caresses thy charms in the vine-covered grot, 
Where many a rose in its fragrance upholds thee. 
And sprinkles the dew as a gift o'er the spot? 

Thy tresses of gold, ah 1 for whom dost thou braid 
them, 

So neatly arrayed in thine ornaments few? 
This credulous boy who believes in thee, maiden, 

As fancy-free, always thus lovely to view ; 

Nor dreams. that the vows thou hast breathed may be 

broken ; 
. That promise of gold may be dross in the hand ; 
That sometimes the sigh of the zephyr, false token. 
May tell of the gale and of wreck on the strand ; 

How often he'll weep o'er the hope that is faded \ 
The pledge on thy lip as the dew that is fled ; 

And blame the false gods when the storm heavy-laded 
Hangs over the deep, as a pall o'er the dead ! 
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Ah, pity the heart by thy charms lately smitten 1 
In yonder proud fane is a tablet ■ for me ; 

My garments' all dank — as a tale that is written — 
A vow to the god who rules over the sea. 



NOTES. 



* The attempt to give a new rendering of this famous test-ode is 
approached with great diffidence ; especially, in view of Milton's 
much-applauded effort, and Ix)rd Lytton's example of rare modesty, 
who adopts Milton's language complete in his version of Horace. 
Hercules may have spun those gossamer threads very deftly at 
Omphale's feet, yet England's champion bard seems to have been 
less delicate of touch while weaving the beauties of this charming 
lyric. 

. » Alluding to a custom among the Romans of offering some votive 
tablet or picture to Neptune by whose power they thought themselves 
preserved from shipwreck. On these tablets the storm and circum- 
stances of their escape were depicted. They were hung on the walls 
of a temple dedicated to the god. — Dacier, 

In this ode the bard represents himself as having escaped from the 
perils of the maiden's charms as from the dangers of a storm at sea. 



c^^^==^===^^^ 
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ODE VI. 
TO AGRIPPA. 

HHE bard who spreads Maeonian wing' 
Shall make thy warlike deeds his theme, 
Entwine thy brow with victor bay, 
Agrippa, dauntless chief; and tell 
Of all thy cohorts grim achieved 
On galley's deck or rushing steed. 
To venture epic height so grand ; 
Or sing of dread Achilles* wrath, 
The wanderings of Ulysses* fleet. 
Of Pelops " by his father slain ; 
Abashed, my minstrel ardor fails. 
Besides, the prudent Muse forbids 
To dim great Caesar's fame or thine 
By music of the sportive lyre. 
Ah, who may tell of warlike Mars 
Encased in adamantine mail ? 
Meriones, begrimed with dust 
In combat on proud Ilium's plain ? 
Of Tydeus' heir, of godlike fame, 
Inspired by fierce Minerva's will ? 
Of happy feasts, and maidens prompt 
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To rend with polished nail the hands 
That press their budding charms I sing. 
Perchance, because my thoughts are rude, 
Or passion in my nature bids. 



NOTES. 



" Varius — called " a bird of Mseonian song," Maonii carminis alite, 
in the text. Ancient poets often likened themselves to the eagle or 
the swan. — Anthon. 

3 A king of Phrygia and son of Tantalus. When a child he was 
served up by his father for the gods to eat. Jupiter restored him to 
life, and gave him a shoulder of ivory in place of the one eaten by 
Ceres. 
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ODE VII. 
TO MUNATIUS PLANCUS. 

|F splendid Rhodes another harp shall ring ; 

Of Mitylene other minstrel sing; 

Diana's fane applaud throughout all lands, 
With favored Corinth built midway the strands : 
Of Theban glory other tongues declaim, 
By birth of Bacchus crowned with deathless fame; 
The Delphin shrine where Phoebus chose to dwell. 
And Tempe's vale* by shepherds loved so well. 
Of pure Minerva's home in tuneful song 
Enraptured bards will endless notes prolong — 
Beyond all trees the olive claims their choice. 
In fruitful Argos many more rejoice, 
Where shining steeds the pleasant pastures roam. 
Some love Mycenae, Agamemnon's home. 
Nor Lacedaemon's much-enduring height 
So moved my soul to venture grander flight ; 
Nor yet Larissa's ever- verdant plain ; 
The Sibyl's grotto near the sounding main ; 
As Tibur's groves that crown the winding hills. 
And fruitful vineyards blessed with purling rills. 
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As southern breezes oft times clear the sky 
When threatening storm-clouds at their coming fly : 
So heedest thou, O Plancus, wise of soul, 
To end all sorrows in the flowing bowl ; 
If tented field with banners bright detain. 
Or Tibur's wood that shades thy native plain. 
They tell how Teucer," sire and country fled, 
With crimson wine yet bathed his stately head ; 
Entwined a wreath of hopeful poplar-spray ; 
To anxious comrades thus was heard to say : 
** Companions dear, wherever Fortune lead, 
Than father's love more kindly, let us heed. 
In Teucer's future all may banish fear. 
Apollo's promise, gracious, fixed and clear, 
Assures me walls beyond the billowy sea, 
Whose fame will shadow those from which I flee. 
Brave hearts who shared far greater woes of mine, 
Now drown your sorrows in the sparkling wine. 
When coming dawn shall banish blissful sleep. 
We launch again our barks on yonder deep !" 



NOTES. 



* A lovely valley in Thessaly, between the hills Ossa and Pelion, 
through which the river Peneus flowed. 

» There were two of this name ; one, a king of Troy, who gave 
the name of Teucri to the Trojans ; the one here meant was the son 
of Telamon, and was banished by his father to Cyprus where he 
built a city that he named Salamis after his own country. — WaU(m, 
2* 
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ODE VIII. 
TO LYDIA. 

low confess to me, Lydia; speak, I conjure 
By the gods in the sky, every vow that is pure. 
Why in haste to make Sybaris die of love's 
bane. 
Thus bewitching his heart with the hope that is vain ? 

Tell me why, long inured to the dust and the sun. 
O'er the Campus at noon-day he dreadeth to run? 
Prithee tell, why arrayed in a corselet no more 
He bestrideth his steed with the youth as of yore? 

Never curbeth the charger of Gaul with the rein? 
Why he feareth to plunge in the Tiber again ? 
Ah ! confess why he shunneth the oil of the ring,* 
More than poison of asps from the wound of their sting ? 

Why the youth, once for skill with the discus" re- 
nowned. 
And the javelin hurled far beyond the wide bound, 
Never gladdens our gaze with his arms beaten sore 
By the manly, rude blows that he dealeth no more? 
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And confess why he's hidden like Thetis' bold son' 
Just as funeral rites on Troy's plain were begun, 
Lest his manhood compel to the carnage away 
Where the cohorts of Lycia made havoc that day ? 



NOTES. 



» Athletes were accustomed to anoint their bodies and limbs with 
oil- to render them more strong and supple. 

» The discus was a kind of quoit, very large and heavy, made of 
wood or stone, but more commonly of iron or brass. It was round, 
and somewhat thicker iij the middle than at the edges. It was thrown 
bytthe sole force of the arm. — Sanadon, 

3 Achilles, a Grecian warrior of great prowess. He was invulner- 
able except in the heel, but was slain by Paris in the Trojan war. 
Thetis was the wife of Oceanus, and mother of the sea- nymphs and 
riverrgods. Achilles was her son by Peleus. 
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ODE IX. 
TO THALIARCHUS. 

SORACTE'S brow' is white with drifting snow; 
The groaning trees beneath their burdens 
bend; 
Behold the river stays its onward flow, 

Such chilling mandates doth the frost-king send. 
O Thaliarchus ! drive the cold away 

By piling high the hearth with needful wood. 
From Sabine jar bring forth the sparkling wine ; 

Four blooming Springs have made it clear and good. 
To gods above then trust thine every care, 

At whose behest the winds their fury stay 
In direful warfare with the raging brine ; 

The awe-struck cypress stands in calm array. 
And ancient ash-trees hush their trembling leaves. 

The morrow's mission question not, I pray. 
Each gift of fortune is a present gain. 

In fleeting youth, ah, prize the maiden's kiss ; 
The joyous dance by moonlight on the lea; 

Ere hoary age hath frowned upon thy bliss. 
And stole the bloom that paints thy polished brow ! 

When evening shadows dim the flowery plain, 
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On Campus Martius* at the tryst appear; 

In shady walks repeat the tender vows 
In whispered accents only lovers hear. 

Rejoice I bid thee in the merry laugh 
Behind the roses in some secret nook, 

That oft betrays the lurking damsel's place. 
Ah, prize the token ravished from her clasp; 

Held fast, though yielded to thy fond embrace I 



NOTES. 

< A hill in Italy, in the country of the Sabines, consecrated to 
Apollo. It is now called Sylvester's Mount because a pope of that 
name hid himself in a cave there when Maximus sorely persecuted 
the Christians. — Watson. 

" The lowest ground of Rome where popular assemblies were 
held. 
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ODE X. 

TO MERCURY. 

JHOU son of Maia,' mighty Atlas' child, 
Whose winning gifts of speech and noble 
games 
Exalted men, and tamed their manners wild 

When plunged in primal gloom ! 

Of thee I sing, swift herald of the skies, 
Undoubted author of the bend^ lyre. 
With mystic power to veil from searching eyes 
Thy sportive deeds at will. 

When angry Phoebus chid thy playful guile, 

And threatened woe unless his beeves returned. 
He laughed to find his quiver stole meanwhile 
With all his rattling shafts. 

When royal Priam sailed from Ilium's coast, 

By aid of thine he shunned proud Atreus' heirs ; " 
Thessalian watch-fires and the Argive host. 
Relentless foes of Troy. 
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Of gods above and gods beneath the pride, 

Thy golden wand ^ conducts the good to bliss ; 
Its magic drives the phantom crew aside, 

By ghostly terror seized I 



NOTES. 



' Maia was the mother of Mercury by Jupiter. Her father, Atlas, 
was one of the Titans, and king of Mauritania. He was said to have 
supported the world on his shoulders, and was changed into a moun- 
tain. 

» Menelaiis and Agamemnon. 

3 With this wand or tipstaff he conducted the good to happiness ; 
but with a ferrea virga (iron rod) compelled the wicked to Pluto's 
realm. — Watson, 




wisr. 
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ODE XL 
TO LEUCONOE. 

HH ! question not the stars,' my friend ; 
Such knowledge brings thee sorrow. 
Ask not the seer if life will end 
For thee and me to-morrow. 

The heedless heart's the happy heart, 

O'er pool and rapid drifting; 
The patient part's the wiser part, 

Each moment's burden lifting. 

Why need we care if Jove intend 

More months of wintry weather ; 
Or this may be the last, my friend, 

We hear the storm together? 

Then be thou wise, and filter wine ; ■ 

Ask not the hour for dying ; 
Cut short thy hopes as I do mine. 

Nor trust the moments flying. 
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For jealous Time doth speed away 
While you and I are greeting. 

The present day's the only day; 
Its hours are few and fleeting. 



NOTES. 



* The Babylonians were infatuated with judicial astrology, and 
made use of astronomical tables to calculate the fortunate or unfortu- 
nate days of life. — Francis. 

» The ancients used to filter their wines, vina Hques, to render 
them more soft and smooth. — Cruquius. 
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ODE XI I. 
TO AUGUSTUS. 



OR whom, O Clio, tune the bended lyre? 
What hero's deeds may claim the shrill) 
^ '' pipes ? 

What worthy god my fervent notes inspire, 

O Muse of mine? 
What name shall Echo's playful voice repeat 

On Theban slopes, far-famed for shady groves ; 
Or Pindus* ridge, approached with reverence meet 

By friends of song? 
O'er Haemus cold whose echoed fame shall spread, 

Whence willing trees came down to greet the bard 
Who stayed the torrent, hushed the tempest dread. 

By tuneful strings? 
Ah, surely Jove demands my praises due 

Before all others, lord of earth and sky ! 
He rules the land, the sea, yon azure blue, 

And sends the Spring. 
Before his wrath all forms created bow \ 

No beings rival — none dispute his might ; 
Yet Pallas bids me sound her praises now, 

In glory next. 
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Thine honors, Bacchus, bold in fight, I sing ; 

Thy beauty, Dian, dread of savage beast. 
For thee, Apollo, tuneful numbers ring ; 

Thy shafts we fear ! 
ril sing of him renowned for labors done, 
Alcmena*s child ; of Leda's noble twins, 
The fearless horseman and the swift to run. 

Now shining stars. 
Those stars, ascending, bring the sailor cheer ; 
Before their lustre winds and waves are still. 
The sea is calmer and the sky more clear — 

Their mission peace. 
My doubtful finger sweeps responsive chords 1 

Of Rome's great founder, Numa's peaceful reign ; 
Of Tarquin splendor, Cato's death, in words 

I fain would sing. 
To tell of thee my grateful strings reply. 

Our wisest Consul, when the Punic hordes 
First met our legions, and the strife was high — 

Thou soul of truth ! 
Your virtues rare 1*11 sound in chosen strains. 

Ye Scauri ; tell how Paulus plead to die 
When conquering Carthage swept the neighboring 
plains. 

Exultant foe. 
How scanty wealth and glebe a father owned, 

A humble cot that suits the lowly swain. 
Gave Rome her leaders* when her legions groaned, 

By wars oppressed. 
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Behold, Marcellus comes, unsullied knight I 
His fame increases as the palm-tree grows. 
The Julian star outshines each lesser light, 

As doth the Mopn. 
Life-giving Jove, who fashioned men of clay. 

Our Caesar's welfare fates commit to thee. 
In earth and sky all beings own thy sway. 

With' Caesar next. 
If Parthians rude, invaders of our soil, 

Shall own the doom of Caesar's conquering arms, 
Or tribes of Ind before his wrath recoil. 

By terror seized ; 
With blameless faith he'll rule a peaceful world, 

Submiss to thee. Thy thundering car shall shake 
Olympic heights ; thy vengeful bolts be hurled 

On groves defiled 1* 



NOTES. 



* Fabricius, Dentatus, and Camillus. 

' Defiled by incest or homicide : such groves alone, according to 
Aero, were stricken by lightning. — Orelli, 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



ODES OF HORACE. 39 



ODE XIII. 

TO LYDIA. 

WEET maiden, when I hear thee say 
My rival* s neck is like the rose, 
Extol his waxen arms to-day, 
This heart of mine with gall" overflows. 

This troubled mind is ill at rest ; 

My cheek is flushed and pale by turns ; 
Unbidden tears bedew my breast ; 

The proof that secret passion burns. 

I burn, alas, when angry feud 

Doth mar thy shoulders, roused by wine ; 
Or cruel teeth by pressure rude 

So madly dint those lips of thine ! 

Beware, the youth will faithless prove 
From whose rude kiss thy lips have bled, 

0*er which fair Venus, queen of love, 
Each quintan drop ' of nectar shed 1 
3* 
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Thrice blest and more the happy pair 
Whose hearts are joined by endless ties ; 

Who'll blend their joy, their sorrow share, 
Till final dawning paints the skies. 



NOTE. 



' E^ch god and goddess, observes Porson, was supposed to have a 
given quantity of nectar at disposal ; and to bestow the fifth or tenth 
part of this upon any mortal was a special favor. — Anthon, 
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ODE xiy. 

THE ROMAN STATE.* 

^3^9 SHIP ! shall coming billows drive 
Ijgfl Thee back to sea? Where driftest thou? 

Ah, speed thee for the sheltering port ! 
Behold thy sides bereft of oars ; 
Thy spars all shattered by the gale ; 
Thy mainyards groan ; unstayed by ropes, 
Thy timber scarce withstands the flood ; 
Thy sails are rent, thy gods overwhelmed. 
No power to aid thee in distress ! 
Though haply framed of Pontic pine — 
The daughter of a sacred grove — 
Thy fame and glorious birth are vain. 
The sailor scorns thy pictured • hull. 
Beware, lest thou become the sport 
Of wanton winds ! O ship, my pride. 
For whom my recent toils were spent — 
Alas, now object of my fears, 
My constant grief, my tenderest care — 
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In safety may'st thou ride the waves 
That roll among ^Egaea's isles ! 



NOTES. 



> In the year 727, U.C., Augustus began his seventh consulship, with 
a request to the senate that they would discharge him from an office 
which his infirmities could no longer support. In this ode, where the 
Roman state is referred to under the allegory of a ship, Horace 
endeavors to persuade the people not to suffer Augustus to abandon 
the reins of government. — Sanadon. 

3 The Romans placed statues of the gods upon their vessels, and 
adorned the hulls with paintings and other ornaments. 
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ODE XV. 

TO ANTONY. 

IRRHIHEN shepherd Paris, of perfidious fame, 

H jA™ With stranger Helen launched his homeward 

bark, 
In bodeful calm the Ancient ' hushed the gale. 

That all might hear these words of omen dark : 
*' In evil hour thou bearest hence the dame 

Whom Argive hosts will bid thee swift return, 
Forever leagued great Ilium's pride to tame. 

And free the brfde so basely won by thee. 
Alas, the toils in store for steed and knight; 

The woe thy folly now prepares for Troy ! 
Already Pallas dons her helm for fight. 

Fits on her targe, and mounts her sky-built car. 
In vain thouMt frown, secure of Venus* aid ; 

Thy wavy locks, well-combed, will fruitless prove ; 
To please the fancy of the listening maid 

Thy jeweled hand shall vainly sweep the lyre. 
The secret blow that guilty lovers fear 

By night reposing wilt thou shun in vain ; 
The Cretan bolt, the dismal battle's roar, 

Or mighty Ajax swift to scour the plain. 
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Be sure thy doom will find thee out, though late ; 

Thy flowing locks with dust shall be defiled 1 
Escape ! Laertes* son, proud Ilium's fate, 

Pursues ; and Pylian Nestor presses near ; 
Evadne's warlike son ' is on thy track, 

In time of need no sluggish charioteer ; 
Crete's hero^ cometh clad in shining brass ! 

Lo, Diomed,* far greater than his sire. 
With fury burns to find thee out, alas ! 

As flies the stag when ravening wolves are seen 
Beyond the valley, heedless now to graze : 

Thus weak and panting wilt thou fly, I ween. 
'Twas other promise lured thy stolen bride. 

Though fierce Achilles plunged in sullen gloom 
Beside his galleys long shall stay the hour 

Of midnight carnage and of Ilium's doom. 
Yet heed thee well, when numbered years expire 

The homes of Troy shall sink in Grecian fire," 



NOTES. 



» Nereus, a god of the sea, son of Oceanus and Tethys, and father 
of the Nereides. Orpheus calls him the most ancient of the gods, 
whence by Virgil he is called Grandaevus. — Watson, 

a Sthenelus. 3 Meriones. 

4 King of ^tolia, son of Tydeus. He aided the Greeks in the 
Trojan war. 
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ODE XVI. 
TO AN OFFENDED MAIDEN. 

||SS|HAN thy mother more lovely, sweet maiden, 

All ray guilty iambics destroy them, I pray ; 
Let them perish by fire, or be drowned in the sea, 
Over Adrians waves by thy hand cast away. 

Neither Cybele,* Phoebus, the dweller in shrines; 

Merry Bacchus, nor timbrel that sounds in the grove ; 
So disturbeth the priest by dread omens and signs, 

As a frown on the brow of the maiden I love I 

Ah, the flash of her eye is more terrible far 

Than a Norican sword, or a wreck on the strand : 

I had rather see Jove in his cloud -quelling car 
When he cometh with vengeance, a bolt in his 
hand. 

They say that Prometheus, bold thief, was constrained 
To admix with the mass when he formed us of clay 

Some trait of each beast ; and this heart of ours gained 
In that manner the fierceness of lions at bay. 
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It was fury, alas ! plunged Thyestes in woe ; 

Nay, the frenzy of war levels towns with the plain ; 
And it's wrath guides the plow* of an insolent foe 

Over walls, that no hand ever build them again. 

I beseech thee then banish thy frown dark as night ! 

In the bloom-time of youth when this heart was 
aglow, 
'Twas the folly of anger that led me to write 

In the nimble iambics that trippingly flow. 

Now in manhood more thoughtful, more sober and 
wise, 

I would be like the cheveril, and not like the bear ; 
If the love-light again but illumine thine eyes, 

And I read in their beauty that pardon is there. 



NOTES. 



« The wife of Saturn, and called the mother of the gods. 

9 It was a custom among the Romans to drive a plow over the 
walls of a city which they destroyed, to signify that the ground where 
it stood should be forever employed in agriculture. — TorrenHus, 
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ODE XVII. 
TO TYNDARIS. 




[ft nimble Faunus* quits Arcadia's peaceful 



views 
To breathe the fragrance of my Sabine farm ; 
From summer's heat he still protects my panting ewes ; 
In rainy weather keeps them dry and warm. 

When Ustic slopes prolong the dulcet pipe's clear 
note, 

And rock and glen repeat the rustic rhyme, 
Ah ! then the wandering spouses of the musty goat 

In glade sequestered safely browse the thyme I 

My tender cheverils fear the lizards green no more, 
Nor yet the wolf that dear to Mars remains. 

The gracious gods,' Tyndaris, eke my humble store ; 
Requite devotion, prize my lowly strains. 

And here with brimming horn shall smiling Plenty 
come; 
Entwine her favors with thy minstrel bay. 
And in the quiet valleys near my peaceful home 
Thou'lt shun the Dog-star, sound the Teian lay. 
4 
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Ulysses* virtuous wife ■ shall move thy tuneful soul ; 

Frail Circe's ^ plans to win that hero's heart ; 
In vineyard bowers thou* It drain the joyous Lesbian 
bowl, 

From sorrow shielded and from towns apart. 

No more shall raging Bacchus here with Mars contend ; 
. Or moody Cyrus rouse thy fears as now, 
Lest sudden fury prompt his ruthless hand to rend 
The braided chaplet from thy noble brow 1 



NOTES. 



« The same with Pan, the god who protected shepherds and their 
flocks. 

a Penelope, the daughter of Icarus, a woman of rare chastity. 

3 The daughter of Sol, and nymph of Perse ; a sorceress, skilled in 
the nature of herbs. She fell in love with Ulysses on his homeward 
voyage from the Trojan war. — Watson. 
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ODE XVIII. 

TO VARUS. 

|VER Tibur's fair plains near the walls of thy 
town, 
Plant the vine, my dear Varus, the best of 
all trees. 
Ah, the souls who refuse in the wine-cup to drown 
Every ill shall be punished by Jove with disease ! 
It's the juice of the grape alone drives away care ; 
And the mortal whose heart mellow wine hath made 
strong 
Never faileth in war, or complains of rude fare. 

Then what bard would not praise merry Bacchus in 
song? 
But the fate of the Centaurs,^ by Lapithae slain, 

Warneth those who too freely indulge in the bowl. 
Father Bacchus ip person forewarned us again 

When his anger smote Thrace for the lust of her 
soul. 
I'll not rouse thee, just Bacchus, against thy firm will. 

Or thy leaf-covered secrets reveal to the light. 
Hush the din of your timbrels, your horns loud and 
shrill, 
Ye whom selfish Indulgence, blind offspring of Night, 
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Follows ever with Arrogance, haughty, bold jade, 
And Deception transparent as glass to the sight. 



NOTE. 



^ A people of Thessaly who first broke horses for war ; seen by other 
people at a distance on horseback, they were supposed to be one 
creature with the upper part like a man. At the wedding of Pirith- 
ous, king of the Lapithae, they attempted to ravish Hippodamia the 
bride while her husband was overcome with wine, and w^ere all slain. — 
Watson. 
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ODE XIX. 

TO GLYCERA. 

|[0W cruel, fair Venus who nourished the Cupids,' 
And Bacchus, the mirth-loving god of the 
vine, 

This heart that is weary of feasting and folly, 
Each bids me return to that maiden of mine. 

Ah, Glycera ! purer than marble of Paros," 
More graceful to view than a statue of art, 

By the flash of her eye and its love-lighting beauty 
Enkindles to flame the dead brands in my heart ! 

Her rose-tinted lip so disdainfully pouting. 
The glance that pursues me yet shunneth my sight. 

Again fill my breast with the heat of devotion. 
And send through my being a thrill of delight. 

Fierce Venus comes rushing from Cypria's island, 
With cohorts more countless than stars in the sky; 

Forbids me to sing of the sons of the morning,' 
Bold archers in war when their steeds turn to fly. 
4* 
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Ah, love is the theme Tm constrained to sing only 1 
Then rear me an altar of turf, build it fast ; 

Bring vervain and incense, a flagon overflowing 
With wine from the vintage of two summers past. 

The queen of the island will greet me more kindly, 
If sweet-smelling fragrance ascend from her shrine. 

Then build me an altar of turf from the meadow. 
I fain would return to that maiden of mine ! 



NOTES. 



' Plato speaks of more than one Cupid. 

a An island in the iEgaean sea, famous for its ledges of white marble. 

3 Parthians. They fought with bows and arrows, and that flying ; 
so that by turning about their horses they shot and wounded the 
enemy who was pursuing them. — Watson. 
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ODE XX. 
TO MACENAS. 



NDAUNTED knight, thou cherished friend of 
mine, 
Around the hearthstone in my humble cot 
From sober cups we'll quaff the Sabine wine, 

Ignoble drink. 
In Grecian jar I sealed ' the vintage old. 

What time thy plaudits filled the ample ring : 
So loud the cry, ancestral Tiber rolled 

The shout along ! 
On Vatic slopes an answering voice replied ; 

Thine honored name from hill to hill passed on ; 
The grand acclaim again was multiplied 

By peaks beyond. 
Ah I better cheer at home thy lips may greet 

From purple clusters plucked where vineyards thrive 
Near sunny Cales, crushed by virgin feet ; 

Caecuban wine. 
No borrowed sweetness from Falernian fields, 
No mellow richness Formianum " gives. 
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To bowls of mine a tempting flavor yields, 

Companion dear 1 



NOTES. 



» When the ancients filled their casks they closed them with wax, 
pitch, gum, or plaster, and although the Sabine wine was by no means 
worthy of so much care, yet as Maecenas at that time received some 
remarkable applause in the theatre, the poet preserved on his vessels 
the date of a day so glorious to his patron. — Sanadon. 

« Mount Formianum, near the city Formiae, the seat of the Laestry- 
gones, now swallowed up by the sea. The wine of the place ^ was 
much valued. — Watson, 
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ODE XXL 
DIANA AND APOLLO. 




AIR maids, for gentle Dian now your tuneful 
voices raise. 
Apollo and his wavy locks, ye swains, de- 
voutly praise, 
And sing of proud Latona,^ dear to Jove the king 

supreme. 
The charms of her who loves the grove, ye damsels, be 

your theme : 
Who loves the winding river from whatever fount it 

flows ; 
From Cragus green, or Algidus among the drifting 

snows. 
Or fens of Erymanthus ' where the monster boar was 

free. 
Ye swains, exalt Apollo's home in Delos midst the sea; 
The peaceful vale of Tempe by his countless favors 

blest ; 
The harp and shining quiver on his shoulders with the 
rest. 
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Thus moved by fervent anthems yet the god will surely 

hear, 
And . banish from Augustus and our country battles 

drear. 
To the Persian and the Briton will he drive the famine 

gaunt, 
And send the fearful plague away that fills our homes 

with want. 



NOTES. 



^ The mother of Diana and Apollo whom she brought forth on the 
once floating island of Delos. Hence Delos is sacred to Apollo. 

3 It was one of the twelve tasks of Hercules to slay the terrible 
boar that roamed the marshes of Erymanthus. 
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ODE XXII. 
TO ARISTIUS FUSCUS.« 

HHE man of pure and upright life is safe. 
No need hath he of Moorish bow or 
spear, 
Or quiver, Fuscus, filled with baleful shafts : 
Although he plan to sail those dreaded shoals, 
The boiling Syrtes ; ' climb Caucasian peaks, 
A cheerless height ; or cross the far-off plains 
Hydaspes ' waters with its fabled stream. 
For lately as I roamed in paths unknown. 
And singing of my Lalage the while, 
Without a care, a wolf that crossed my way 
In yonder Sabine wood unbidden fled — 
Howbe, no weapon armed this hand of mine ! 
A brute more fierce than savage Daunia rears 
Within her drear expanse of wintry oak ; 
Or Juba's* land — the nurse of lions — breeds 
Among the drifting sands. Ah, set me down 
Amidst a barren waste — a treeless plain ; 
Or stay my feet midway that woful clime 
By pelting hail and stormy winds oppressed ; 
Where Phoebus wheels his fiery car to Earth ; 
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Yet will I always love my silver-tongued, 
My sweetly-smiling Lalage the same 1 



NOTES. 



' A good and virtuous man. Horace, for the most part, writes on 
subjects suitable to the virtues or vices of those addressed. — Watson. 

« Two quicksands on the African coast, the greater beyond Tripoli, 
about four hundred miles in compass. 

3 A river in India, which is here called fabulous because there were 
several strange stories of it— such as that it abounded in golden 
sands, pearls, precious stones, etc. — Watson, 

4 A king of Mauritania, who fought on Pompey's side during the 
civil war. 
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ODE XXI 1 1. 

TO CHLOE. 

JH, Chloe, like a timid fawn 

That seeks its timid mother 
0*er pathless rock and forest-lawn,' 
Thou shunnest me, thy lover ! 

Its foolish heart doth pant to hear 
The Ijreeze in woodland bowers ; 

Its blameless bosom quakes with fear 
Of Spring that wooes the flowers. 

The shapely limbs do fail, I ween, 

When leafy branches flurry ; 
Or when the startled lizards green 

Among the hazels hurry. 

I follow not, my charming maid. 
Like tigress fierce to rend thee ; 

Or like Gaetulian lion dread 

With bloody fangs to end " thee 1 
5 
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Then quit thy loving mother's arms ; 

No longer fear to tarry. 
For now mature in all thy charms, 

It suits thee well to marry. 



NOTES. 



» This word is used not in its more modern or general sense as a 
grassy space around a house, but in the sense of a " smooth, rising 
hill," or a forest glade, which is authorized from its derivation. 

» Employed in its secondary meaning of "to destroy — to put to 
death." 
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ODE XXIV. 
TO VIRGIL. 

PSR^HAT cheek would blush to greet the falling 

And who shall bid our loving tribute cease, 
Our sad lamenting o'er a bard so dear? 

O tragic Muse/ on whom thy loving sire 
Bestowed the harp and mellow voice of song, 

My aching heart to mournful themes inspire 1 
And doth Cremona's bard' forever sleep? 

Eternal slumber close his weary lids ? 
Ah ! when shall Meekness find his modest peer ? 

Or spotless Faith discover one so pure ? 
Or Truth unsullied meet his equal here ? 

Around the sleeper good men bowed the head. 
Yet none, O Virgil, mourned his fate. like thee ! 

Thy rare devotion cannot wake the dead. 
His life was loaned on other terms than these. 

Although thy finger sweep the magic lyre 
With greater skill than charmed the listening trees 

When minstrel ardor thrilled the bard of Thrace, 
The blood no more shall warm his empty shade ; 

Or paint the whiteness of that marble face 1 
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The soul by Hermes sent to gloom profound 
With wand relentless is forever lost. 

A bitter thought, and hard to bear, my friend. 
Yet patience lightens every earthly lot 

Beyond the power of mortal grief to mend. 



NOTES. 



* Melpomene. 

a Quinctilius Varus, a poet and critic of Cremona, and an intimate 
friend of Virgil's. He died about the tenth consulship of Augustus. 
— Watson, 
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ODE XXV. 
TO LYDIA. 

HHE knock repeated by the wanton swain 
Less rudely shakes thy bolted lattice now. 
No eager tapping at the window-pane 
Doth banish slumber from thy faded brow. 

Thy chamber door that once too freely swung 
Now hugs the threshold, seldom yields again ; 

And less and less these tender words are sung 
Beneath the moonlight by the suitor train : 

" Ah ! cruel maiden, while thy lover pines. 
Doth quiet slumber seal those radiant eyes 

The livelong night, until the mountain shines 
With borrowed splendor from the eastern skies?" 

Thy tresses whiten in the frosts of age. 

'Twill be thy turn to chide the shameless loon ' 
In yonder alley, scorned by bard and sage,. 

When howling winds pursue the waning Moon I * 
5* 
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When burning lust that fires the neighing mare — 
Ah, strange dominion of the baser part ! — 

With kindling fury goads th^e to despair ; 
Consumes the remnants of thy broken heart ; 

Proud Lydia, then thy lips with bitter spleen 
Shall blame the youth who culls the verdant bay 

That never fades, ^nd loves the myrtle green ; " 
For wintry Eurus twines each withered spray. 



NOTES. 



» Between the old and new moon, the wind is usually most tem- 
pestuous. — Ddcier, 

» Young men, says the poet, are more i^\Qd&Qd.,ma^ gaudent, with 
trees which are always green, such as the myrtle and ivy ; but despise 
dry and withered leaves.— iff^«/. 

The poet's idea is, that the maiden is growing old, and young meri 
will soon forsake her to seek more youthful charms. 
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ODE XXVI. 
TO ^LIUS LAMIA.' 

H COMRADE of the tuneful Nine, 
I'll banish care to-day; 
All sorrow from this heart of mine 
The wind shall bear away, 

And waft it o'er the Cretan strand ; 

Nor leave one wish to hear 
What tyrant in the frozen land 

Beneath the Pole we fear ; 

Whom Tiridates" dreads to see. 

O charming Muse of ours, 
Who love the crystal founts, for me 

Now braid the sunny flowers ! 

And weave a chaplet — weave it well — 

For Lamia, dauntless knight. 
Vouchsafe my halting verse to tell 

His gallant deeds aright. 
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Becomes thee well — thy sister choir — 
Immortal praise to grant. 

Then tune anew the Lesbian lyre ; 
Unwritten measures chant. 



NOTES. 



* A gallant Roman knight whose character is thus drawn by- 
Cicero: " Vir summo splendore, summa gratia; nullo prorsus plus 
homine deUctor," — Dacier. 

' In the year 719, u.C», the Parthians expelled Phraates for his 
cruelty, and set Tiridates on the throne. Phraates was restored by 
the Scythians, and Tiridates fled to Augustus then in Syria, taking 
with him the son of Phraates. In 731, Phraates sent an embassy to 
Rome, offering to restore the standards taken from Crassus, if his son 
and Tiridates were surrendered. This ode was written while, the 
question was pending, and we may judge how much Tiridates was 
alarmed lest he be sent to Phraates, from whom he could expect noth- 
ing but torture. — Sanadon, 
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ODE XXVII. 

TO THE BARD'S COMPANIONS. 

bji^aJEASE to quarrel, my friends, o'er the wine- 
KJ^fl cups to-night, 

They were fashioned for joy, not for sorrow ; 
Drive away all the rudeness of Thrace from your hearts. 
Let us laugh and be glad till the morrow. 

We'll defend merry Bacchus from feuds, modest god. 

How the sword of the Mede when it clashes 
Sends a chill to the heart mid the cresset-lit hall. 

Where the wit like a star-shower flashes ! 

Then forever repress bitter speech round the board. 

Every jeer that is harsh, jolly fellows ; 
On your elbows at ease pass the jest and the bowl ; 

Have regard for the wine-cup that mellows. 

Would ye have me to share the stout juice of the grape ? 

Let Megilla's tall brother replying 
Confess to me truly the wound in his heart, 

By what arrow of Cupid he's dying. 
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Ah ! but dost thou refuse, honest comrade of mine ? 

I'll partake at no less a price surely* 
Be it Pyrrha, or Phyllis, or any fair maid, 

Do not blush — it's a love that burns purely. 

For thy heart never glowed with the lust that defiles. 

Then no longer refuse, but reveal it ; 
To my ear that is faithful the secret confide ; 

Whatsoever it be, ne'er conceal it. 

What Charybdis destroys thee, thou hapless, fond 
youth. 

So deserving of charms more befitting ? 
There's no witch or magician by Thessaly's art 

May unravel the web she is knitting. 

Much I fear that the steed ' of the Muses may fail 
To escape with thee safe from the maiden ; 

From this triple Chimaera to free thee, my friend, 
With the fetters of love heavy-laden ! 



NOTE. 



» Pegasus, a winged steed belonging to Apollo and the Muses. He 
sprang from the blood of Medusa when she was slain. 
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ODE XXVIIL 
TO ARCHYTAS. 

HLAS, the paltry dust * denied to form thy grave, 
Archytas,' near Apulia's narrow strand, 
Forbids thy grieving soul to cross the Stygian 
wave. 
Thou famed explorer of the sea and land \ 
Illustrious traveler o'er the boundless desert waste ! 

In vain thou'st viewed the stars in yonder sky; 
In thought, the compass of this earthly dwelling traced ; 

Since fates decreed that even thou should'st die. 
The same dire summons called the sire of Pelops hence, 

Although with gods he shared ambrosial fare. 
Aurora's hero,^ sheltered by a love intense, 

Was gently wafted to the upper air. 
Though Cretan Minos* knew the secret will of Jove, 

He found an exile in Plutonian gloom. 
That shadowy realm where phantom millions rove 

Now holds Euphorbas * from a second tomb : 
Howbe, his targe regained from Juno's sacred wall. 
In solemn speech he told of Ilium's fame; 
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Bore witness — O that proof so well attest should fall ! — 

That skin and tendons only death might claim j 
A sage esteemed by thee, in truth and nature bred. 

The same dark night awaits all flesh below ; 
That dreary pathway once each ghostly foot shall tread. 

On bloody Mars the Furies some bestow ; 
The greedy Ocean feeds on many a luckless crew. 

Both sage and maiden crowd those portals dread. 
Infernal Juno fiercely scans the grim review, 

And counts the numbers of the silent dead. 
Once Notus, led by fierce Orion * down the west, 

Did plunge me also in Illyrian brine. 
O sailor, pile the drifting sands upon my breast, 

Nor grudge the dust to veil this brow of mine ! 
Swift Eurus then may lash the western seas at will ; 

Beneath his ire Venusian woods complain ; 
So be thy precious life from harm be shielded still ; 

Thy freighted bark be wafted o'er the main 
By favoring Jove and him who rules the billowy deep. 

But if, perchance, thy heart to sin incline. 
And laugh at deeds for which thy blameless heir shall 
weep. 

May justice blast that guilty soul of thine ! 
My prayer devout the righteous gods will surely hear. 

No victim slain shall free thy culprit soul. 
Then o'er my bones, O sailor, drop the friendly tear; 

Though duty urge, thy hastening steps control I 
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Thrice scatter dust above my mouldering clay \ 
A moment linger, then speed on thy way. 



NOTES. 



» The ancients believed that the souls of those whose bodies were 
left unburiedwere not permitted to cross the river Styx, but wandered 
a hundred years upon its banks. — Dacier, 

» A celebrated mathematician, astrologer, and geometrician, famous 
for military exploits. He is the alleged inventor of analytical geom- 
etry. 

3 Tithonus, son ol Laomedon, who, desiring long life, became so 
wasted with age that he is said to have turned into a grasshopper. 
He is supposed to have been loved by Aurora, since he prolonged his 
days by early rising. — Watson. 

* A king of Crete, the son of Jupiter and Europa, so renowned for 
justice that after death he was made chief judge in hell. 

5 Pythagoras is meant, who taught the doctrine of transmigration 
of souls. Archytas was one of his disciples. 

^ The rising and setting of this constellation are usually attended 
with storms. — Torrentius, 
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ODE XXIX. 
TO ICCIUS. 

IH^SlHE gems of the East now, O Iccius,' tempt 

Against the Arabian thou'st bridled thy 
* steed ; 
The wealth of Sabaea," the happy, allures thee 
To humble her kings, and to fetter the Mede I 

What maiden untutored, thy palace adorning. 
Shall kiss the rude hand that is red with the gore 

Of the lover whose vow, like the blue of the morning, 
Gave promise of joy as a mother in store ? 

What prince with his wavy locks perfumed so sweetly. 
Well taught to aim shafts from the bow of his sire. 

Shall pass the red wine to each guest so discreetly, 
In dread of thy frown and the gleam of thine ire ? 

Who now will deny that the flood from the mountain 
May surely ascend the steep chasm once more ? 

That Tiber at will may revisit the fountain ; 
With refluent waters turn back from the shore? 
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Since the lore of Pansetius ' no longer gives pleasure, 
In-gathered from far with the wisdom of Greece ; 

For the armor of Spain thou would'st barter the treasure, 
O thou who gave token of virtues in peace ! 



NOTES. 



» A philosopher : he was Agrippa's procurator in Sicily, and by 
him presented with much land. — Watson. 

» The chief city of Arabia Felix, now called Zibit, where cinnamon, 
cassia, frankincense, and myrrh abound. — Watson, 

3 A distinguished philosopher. 
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ODE XXX. 

TO VENUS. 

|[OVELY Venus, queen of Gnidus' and of Pa- 
phos, hear my prayer ! 
Now forsake thy sunny Cyprus,' favored 
island of the sea ; 
Quickly mount thy golden car, and ride in haste the 
yielding air ; 
Come and view the fane of beauty reared by Glycera 
for thee. 
With the perfume of Sabaea freely sprinkled o'er the 
shrine, 
She invokes thy gentle presence, charming goddess 
of the isles. 
On his downy pinions wafted, bring that blushing son 
of thine; 
Bring the Graces with their zones unloosed to add 
their happy smiles. 
Let the Naiads of the fountain come to dance upon the 
lea; 
And bring Hebe heavy-hearted left by Mercury and 
thee. 
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NOTES. 

» A town of Caria in Asia Minor, on the side of Mount Taurus, 
where Venus was worshiped. 
' An island in the i£gsean sea sacred to Venus. 




6* 
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ODE XXXL 

TO APOLLO. 

|H ! name the boon thy minstrel craves to-day 
While solemn rites declare as hallowed 
ground 
This temple ' reared to Phoebus ; name, I pray, 

The gift he pleadeth as libation flows. 
It's not the harvest fair Sardinia" yields; 

The goodly flocks that roam Calabria's hills,' 
And browse the thyme that clothes her sunny fields ; 

Nor gold nor ivory brought from distant Ind ; 
Nor yet the meads that Liris, peaceful stream,. 

With silent waters day by day consumes. 
Let those on whom kind Fortune's will supreme 

Bestows Calenian vineyards prune them well ; 
And let the merchant rich in Syrian goods — 

By gods beloved, since thrice or more each year 
His freighted galleys cross Atlantic floods — 

From golden tankard quaff his costly wines. 
The fruitful olive yields my jural fare, 

With juicy endives and the mallows green. 
Latona's son, vouchsafe thy guardian care \ 

Protect, I pray thee, this my humble store ; 
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To crown thy blessings, drive disease away ; 

To faultless members add a faultless mind. 
When hoary age shall bid the pilgrim stay, 

Forbid dishonor to my failing years ; 
And may these fingers wake the lyric lay. 



NOTES. 

* In the year 726,' u.c, Octavius dedicated to Apollo a temple and 
library in his palace on Mount Palatine ; the building having been 
struck by lightning, the augurs claimed that the god demanded its 
consecration. — Dacier. 

» A fruitful island between Italy and Spain. 

3 In the uttermost part of Italy where the land produces fruit 
twice a year. The country abounds with bees and cattle. — Watson, 
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ODE XXXII. 

TO HIS LYRE. 

|WEET lyre, they bid us tune our songs to- 
day. 
With thee at rest beneath sequestered bowers, 
If strains of mine to drive dull cares away 

Shall haply live beyond the fleeting hours^ 
Now aid my muse ! In dulcet tones recite 

Harmonious chords to suit Venusian J^. 
'Twas proven first by Lesbian bard and knight 

Who midst the foe, or when the billows rolled 
To wave-beat shore was moored the storm-tossed bark, . 

Would sing of Cupid, Bacchus, Venus bold, 
Or Lycus graced with eyes and ringlets dark, 

Or court the favors of the tuneful Nine. 
Thou gift of Phoebus — where immortals dwell 

By Jove thrice-welcomed at the feast divine — 
Melodious treasure — O thou charming shell — 

Unfailing solace when my hopes decline. 
Now be propitious, if I please thee well 1 
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ODE XXXIII. 

TO ALBIUS TIBULLUS.« 

[P^S^OR Glycera, false maiden, cease thy tears and 
y ^Q bitter sighs. 

No longer chant sad numbers, while untrue 
to every vow 
A younger and a comelier youth finds favor in her 
eyes. 
For Cyrus pines Lycoris, lovely maid with narrow 
brow ; ' 
And Cyrus turns to Pholoe with rude, unpolished 
charms. , 

Yet sooner will the she-goats wed Apulia's savage 
brutes, 
Than Pholoe unchastely fold dishonor in her arms. 
Ah, Venus, cruel goddess, loves to trifle with our 
hearts ; 
Delights to lay her brazen yoke on those it little suits ! 
Around me wanton Myrtale, the slave more hard to 
quell 
Than Adrians tossing floods that fill Calabria's billowy 
space, 
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Now weaves a pleasing chain — al^, its links are 
banded well — ■ 
While richer and more fitting charms invite my warm 
embrace I 



NOTES. 



* An eminent poet who wrote several fine elegies, of which four 
books are still extant. He and Virgil died much about the same 
time. — Watson. 

3 The Greeks and Latins thought a low forehead a great beauty, — 
Dacier, 
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ODE XXXIV. 

AGAINST THE EPICUREANS. 

N hollow tones my few petitions rose* 

While crazy wisdom ruled this luckless head. 
Alas, constrained, my bark now backward goes 
To reach the haven whence it lately sped ! 

For Jove this day, whose bolts are rarely seen 
Except to rend the cloudy pall in twain, 

With thundering axle swept the sky serene ; 
His fiery coursers smote the azure plain. 

The sluggish earth in wonder heard the sound ; 

The winding river stayed its onward flood ; 
The leaden Styx and Pluto's ghostly bound 

With trembling awe in mute amazement stood. 

The god, my friend, can humble kingly pride, 

And lift the pauper to a downy bed ; 
Debase the mighty, royal gifts divide. 

And place a crown upon the beggar's head. 
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Ah, greedy Fortune with a whizzing shrill 

Hath swept the plumes from many a knightly crest ; 

With scornful smile she works her changeful will, 
Bestowing favors where it suits her best ! 



NOTE. 



« The Epicureans conformed only to the outward ceremonies of 
religious worsli^p which they thought the credulity of the people had 
established. Their doctrine was falsely called " wisdom," and Horace 
in this ode styles their perversity a species of insanity. — Orelli. 
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ODE XXXV. 

TO FORTUNE. 

ipgg^ GENTLE goddess, favored Antium*s ' queen, 
fc^SBJ To raise the fallen ever kind and free. 

Or change to cypress drear victorious bay ! 
The swain invokes thy smile with anxious vows. 
Each sailor lifts his pleading eyes to thee, 
Who plows the waters of Carpathian seas, 
That thpu may'st guide his bark of Asian pine. 
The savage Dacian fears thy bodeful ire ; 
The wandering Scythian humbly owns thy sway ; 
Proud cities tremble and the nations quake. 
Nay, warlike Latium worships at thy shrine. 
With eastern dames who boast their sceptred sons ; 
E'en tyrants clothed in purple dread thy frown. 
Spurn not, I pray, with crushing foot the shaft 
Now tall and firm — our Roman State sublime ! 
Let not the frenzy born of idle crowds 
Rouse peaceful souls to arms, unhallowed strife ; 

7 
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In bitter feuds to work the nation's fall. 
Stern Need, thy comrade, ever leads the way, 
Huge spikes and wedges held in brazen hand ; 
The rigid hook and molten lead withal. 
Lo, smiling Hope devoutly bends the knee 
Before thy throne ; with Faith, a vision rare. 
Whose snowy garments veil a form divine — 
That spotless maid yet lingers by thy side, 
Although in wrath thy robes are frequent changed, 
Thy scornful footstep quits the palace gates. 
But fickle comrades round the festal board 
And perjured harlots hate thy sober face — 
Ah, doubtful friends, in hour of need untrue ; 
Who drop the yoke that galls our weary necks ; 
When casks are empty and the dregs consumed. 
Forsake our cabins as the graveyards drear ! 
Preserve thou Caesar and his cohorts grim. 
Against the Britons last of men arrayed. 
Protect our youth, new-levied, shield them well ; 
The future dread of Ind ' and^Red Sea strand. 
I blush, alas, to own our faults and crimes; 
My cheek is crimsoned for my fellow-men ! 
Unholy age ! What wrongs by us undone? 
What deeds profane by Roman youth untried ? 
Ah, pure Devotion failed to stay our hands ! 
What sacred fane escaped pollution foul? 
Vouchsafe again to shape on anvils new 
Our swords for war against the Scythian hordes ! 
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NOTES. 

« An ancient city of Italy, the capital of the Volscians, the country 
of Nero, and a good harbor for shipping. — Watson. 

a In the year 727, u.c, an army was marched under ^Elius Gallus 
into Egypt to remove Cornelius from the government. As this army 
alarmed all the nations of the East, the Romans expected confidently 
that it would avenge all the insults that the republic had received from 
the Parthians. — Sanadon. 
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ODE XXXVI. 

TO NUMIDA.^ 

JOYFUL day is this, my friends, 

To lade with fragrant gifts the shrine ; 
And tune the harp whose music lends 
The voice of praise a charm divine. 

To pay our vows with heifer slain ; 

And thank the gracious gods of Rome, 
Who brought our pride from distant Spain 

O'er bloody fields in safety home. 

Each comrade shares his greeting warm. 

Yet none in fonder clasp are pressed, 
Than gallant Lamia's knightly form, • 

As boyhood memories crowd his breast : 

Their honored master's bodeful frown, 

Who taught them wisdom, quelled their pride ; 

The happy hour when student's gown 
For manly robe was laid aside.' 
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Ah, give this gladsome day a sign — 
The snowy mark of distant Crete.' 

With generous hearts bring forth the wine. 
No priest .shall stay our dancing feet ! 

Yon toping maid shall ne'er control, 
When Thracian pledge each rival sips. 

The champion's crown, who drains the bowl 
With bated breath and parted lips.* 

Bring many a rose to deck the hall, 
With parsley spray of fadeless hue ; 

The lily fair, most frail of all 

The flowers that drink the morning dew. 

Each melting eye its look shall aim 
At yonder maid who yet will hold 

In fonder clasp her latest flame. 
Than clinging vines the tree enfold. 



NOTES. 



« This ode was probably written when Numida returned from the 
war in Spain. 

a At the age of seventeen Roman youth put on the toga as a sign 
of manhood. 

7* 
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3 Chalk abounded in Crete, and the ancients used to say pro- 
verbially, a Cretan mark, for any sign of joy or happiness. — Lamb. 

4 Among the Greeks and Thracians it was the custom at feasts to 
drink a certain measure of wift'e without taking breath or closing the 
lips. The one who drained the largest measure was declared cham- 
pion of the feast. — Lamb* 
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ODE XXXVII. 

TO ANTONY. 

I RINK, comrades, drink ; ' let every bowl be 
drained ! 
It's time to beat with nimble foot the sod, 
And crown the sacred board with Salian cheer.* 
'Twas wrong to quaff Csecuban vintage old 
From musty jars ancestral hands had sealed, 
While Egypt's queen with leprous host arrayed — 
By foul disease, a vile and loathsome crew — 
In giddy haste would pull these turrets down ; 
Bring swift destruction on our glorious land. 
Ah, madly deeming every hope secure 
Since fickle Fortune lent a passing smile ! 
Though kindling flames consumed her boasted fleet. 
With scarce a hull, her fury still was high. 
Yet conquering Caesar quenched that drunken zeal ; 
With terror true, subdued that fiery heart ; 
Whose eager galleys urged her hurried flight 
From Latin shores to shun his threatened chains : 
As cruel hawks pursue the trembling dove, 
Or nimble huntsmen chase the timid hare 
On uEmon's moor when drifting snow lies deep. 
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But hopeful yet to win a grander fate, 
No woman's dread of hostile arms dismayed ; 
To secret haven drave her hastening bark. 
Undaunted still, she viewed her palace walls 
In crumbling ruins with a tearless eye. 
A queen intrusted with a soul too great 
To brook the triumph of exultant foes ; ' 
A common slave, to wear the galling yoke, 
And grace the pageant of Liburnians rude; 
More firm of purpose in a deed^esolved, 
Her jewelled fingers vexed the deadly asp 
To leave its venom in her snowy breast ! 



NOTES. 



» At the first announcement of the victory at Actium, Horace en- 
courages his companions to give free reins to hilarity, yet still to honor 
the noble spirit of the ill-fated Qeopatra. After the true Roman 
manner, no mention is made of Antony — in fact, the senate had 
declared ^ar against Cleopatra and not Antony. The triumph was 
therefore in appearance over the Egyptian queen alone. — Anthon. 

« The Salii were priests of Mars. Armed with helmet, belt, and 
breastplate, they traversed the city at a measured pace, keeping time 
to musical instruments. These processions were so magnificent that 
Dapes Saliares passed into a proverb for any grand entertainment. 

3 Octavius gave orders for Cleopatra to be taken alive, that he 
might enjoy the glory of leading her in triumph. — Lamb, 
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ODE XXXVIII. 

TO A BOY. 

SCORN the pomp of Persia, boy ; 
Her pride and glittering treasure. 
The linden crown's an idle toy ; 
Its wearing yields no pleasure. 

The latest rose no longer seek 

0*er brambly hill or mountain ; 
By shady copse or pebbly creek, 

By hazel-hedge or fountain. 

The lowly myrtle suits me well, 

By loving fingers braided. 
Then search no more the rocky dell 

For brighter bloom, soon faded. 

Ah, twine no other wreath for me 

Among my vineyard bowers : 
Its modest hue becometh thee 

The best of all the flowers ! 
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ODE I. 
TO ASINIUS POLLIO.' 

HHY theme is civil war begun, 
O Pollio, when Metellus held 
A Consurs rank; the causes,' faults 
And progress of that woful strife ; 
The game capricious Fortune played ; 
The luckless brotherhood of chiefs ; 
The deeds of bloodshed unatoned. 
A task beset with hazards thick ! 
Thy feet, O Pollio, traverse flame 
Beneath deceitful embers hid ! 
Then bid the tragic Muse awhile 
Forsake the stage : brief time elapsed. 
The tale of public acts complete. 

Thy noble task shall be resumed. 
82 
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Thou sage in senate halls revered 
When peers consult the empire's weal ; 
Staunch friend when weeping clients plead 
A conscience blameless of offense ; 
Around thy brow, Dalmatia crushed, 
The laurel binds unending fame ! 
Methinks once more the clarion sounds. 
The trumpet peals a shrill accord ; 
The gleam of dazzling mail alarms 
The prancing steed, and blinds the knight ! 
I seem to hear of mighty chiefs 
Begrimed with glorious dust again. 
And see all earth, save Cato, quelled. 
False-hearted Juno baffled fled 
With every god to Afric dear. 
And left that nation unavenged ; 
Yet sacrificed the conqueror's race 
To soothe Jugurtha's' troubled shade ! 
What plain, enriched by Latin gore. 
Of impious battle fails to speak ? 
Proclaim by countless graves in tones 
The Mede may hear fair Latium's doom ? 
What pool, what stream, hath never learned 
The story of our hapless feud ? 
What sea unstained by brothers' blood ? 
What strand uncrimsoned greets the tide ? 
Hush ! wanton Muse of mine, refrain 
From Naenia's* mournful numbers yet. 
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Thine own more cheerful strains unsung ! 
Within some love-sequestered grot 
We'll tune the joyous lyre instead. 



NOTES. 



» A person of distinction at the court of Augustus, no less renowned 
for learning than for military accomplishments. — Anthon. 

* Deaths of Crassus and Julia, and the rivalry of Caesar and 
Pompey. 

3 A king of Numidia. 

4 The goddess who presided over tears, lamentations and funerals. 
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ODE II. 
(TO CRISPUS sallustiu>bI 

V- i ] 

ALLUSTIUS,' foe to countless treasure hid 
By greedy Earth within her secret mines, 
The brightest coin beneath the coffer's lid 

By prudent use alone with splendor shines. 
Ah ! many a year shall Proculeius ' live, 

Who loved his brothers as a tender sire. 
Undying fame that noble actions give 

Shall waft his praise on wings that never tire. 
Subdue the longings of a grasping soul, 

And broader realms will humble tribute pay, 
Than if, to Gades joined, vast Libya's whole 

Should yield allegiance to thy single sway, 
While either Carthage owned thy free control. 

The dropsy fell by self-indulgence thrives : 
Forever thirsting while the nostrums fail 

To quench the cause by which disease revives ; 
Drive watery languor from the victim pale. 

A virtue alien to the vulgar breast 

Forbids Phraates,^ though a king by name. 

To share the pleasures of the truly blest ; 
8 
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And leads the rabble, prone to false acclaim, 
To swell the plaudits of the wise and true, 

By choosing him to mount the throne secure, 
And wear the crown, whose eyes undazzled view 

Vast heaps of treasure with a purpose pure. 



NOTES. 



» Grand-nephew of Sallust, author of the Roman History. 

« An old commentator relates a story that greatly enlightens this 
passage: he says that Proculeius divided his patrimony with his 
brothers whose fortunes were ruined in the civil wars. — Sanadon. 

3 A king of the Parthians, who slew his own father Orodes, thirty 
brothers and his eldest son. He was expelled the kingdom by his 
subjects. — Watson, 
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ODE III. 

TO QUINTUS DELLIUS. 

JINCE born to die, O Dellius/ be thou calm ! 
When troubles press thee, bravely meet 
thy doom ; 
With favoring signs restrain contemptuous joy : 

Should cruel Fortune fill thy life with gloom, 
Or prone at ease on some sequestered bank 

Where waving pines with silvery poplars blend 
Their loving boughs to weave a friendly shade, 

And timorous waters " of the purling brook 
With many a winding thread the peaceful glade, 

Thy soul be warmed with wine from sunny slopes, 
The stout Falernian,3 earliest vintage sealed, 

And full fruition crown thy fondest hopes. 
While Fortune smiles, ere envious age deny, 

The Sisters* weave their sable threads at noon. 
Ah ! thither bid thy slave bring sparkling wine 

With fragrant balm,' the rose that fades too soon. 
Thy costly groves must all be left behind. 

That shade thy home where pure enjoyments dwell ; 
Thy villa reared by Tiber's golden flood; 

To all, believe me, must thou say farewell ! 
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A thankless heir shall count thy hoarded wealth. 

When frowning Pluto claims thy victim shade, 
'Twill naught avail to boast Inachian stock. 

Thou' It fare the same to trace ignoble birth 
From yonder swain who tends his meagre flock, 

Without a roof to keep the storms away. 
Each foot shall tread the same unerring path ; 

Within the urn must every lot be cast ; 
The fatal hour will soon or later come j 

The surly Boatman * make his choice at last : 
His leaden skiff shall waft thee o'er the tide 

To dreary exile, earthly greetings past ! 



NOTES. 



* Dellius was a true picture of inconstancy. After Caesar's death 
he changed his party four times in the space of twelve years. In this 
ode Horace instructs him in the purest maxims of Epicurean philos- 
ophy. — Sanadon. 

» Called timorous, because they struggle, or labor to hurry on 
[trepidare], being hindered by the curves in the banks [obliquo rivo] ; 
from which delays proceed their pleasant murmurings. — Orelli. 

3 That is, the choicest wine, which was stored in the furthest part 
of the vault or crypt, marked with its date and growth. — M' Caul. 

4 The Fates. 5 Charon. 
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ODE IV. 

TO XANTHIAS PHOCEUS. 

i^SHLUSH not, O Xanthias, for the lowly maid 

I ^« Who serves thee well. In years before thy 

time, 

The sUve Briseis * moved Achilles dread 

By snowy charms. 

Tecmessa*s beauty, captured maid of Troy, 

Won mighty Ajax, Telamonian stock. 

And Agamemnon burned with amorous joy 

Mid conquering arms. 

A ravished virgin stole his heart away 

When fierce Achilles drave the Lycian ranks, 

And vanquished Hector » left the walls a prey 

To vengeful Greeks. 

Thou knowest not — ^perchance thy Phyllis fair 

Hath parents blessed by Fortune's generous hand 

With wealth enough to crown the lordly heir 

Who weds their child. 

Indeed, indeed, she comes of royal line. 

And now laments unkindly household gods. 

No longer doubt — that comely maid of thine 

Was nobly born ! 
8* 
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Nay, fear no more ; it surely cannot be 

That one so true and free from every guile 
Could own a mother who*d dishonor thee, 
O friend of mine ! 
Her shapely ankles, arms and blushing face 

I chastely praise. Ah, dread no rival's power. 
Seven lustrums ^ old, whose years now speed apace 
To close the eighth ! 



NOTES. 



» Her true name was Hippodamia, but she was called Briseis after 
her father Brises. She was taken captive at Lyrnessus by the Greeks, 
and fell to the share of Achilles. — Watson, 

» The most valiant of the Trojans. For ten years he defended his 
country from the Greeks, but was at last slain by Achilles who dragged 
his dead body thrice around the walls of Troy, and afterwards sold it 
to Priam, his father. 

3 A period of five years. Horace at this time was nearly forty years 
of age. 
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ODE V. 
TO GABINIUS. 

weary task she may not yet be broke ; 

With toiling mate * her equal burden pull ; 
Endure the thralldora of the vexing yoke ; 

The fiery ardor of the amorous bull. 
Thy heifer pines alone for pastures green ; 

In purling streams anon to quench the heat ; 
Among the willows, join the steers, I ween, 

In simple sport as happy playmates meet. 
Let grapes unripe no longer tempt thy view. 

The brilliant autumn soon will paint the fruit 
In shining clusters dyed a purple hue. 

Soon Lalage will freely urge thy suit ; 
Her time to marry hurries on apace. 

The fleeting summers, thus to thee denied, 
The gods will surely to her credit place. 
• To find a mate she soon will press thy side 
With burning zeal ; more fair than Chloris coy 

Or Pholoe, my ardent friend, to thee. 
Her breast shall glow more bright with nuptial joy, 

Than silvery moonlight on the midnight sea ! 
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She'll far outshine the famous Gnidian youth 
When grouped with maidens in a maiden's dress, 

Whose wavy locks and girlish face, in sooth. 
Would test the shrewdness of a stranger's guess ! 



NOTE. 



« Yoke-fellow. 
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ODE VI. 
TO SEPTIMIUS. 

|EPTIMIUS,' free my roving lot to share 
In distant Gades ; far Cantabrian lands 
Too rude as yet our kindly sway to bear ; 

Beyond the Syrtes dire, unfriendly sands, 
Where Mauritania's floods forever boil ; 

May Tibur's walls by Argive strangers reared 
Become the haven of my failing years. 

From battle shielded and by foes unfeared, 
There may I end my toils by land or flood. 

If cruel Fates deny that sheltered spot, 
1*11 seek Galesus," pure Calabrian stream, 

Whose quiet waters charm the skin-clad flocks ; ^ 
Where wise Phalantus rules by will supreme. 

That favored corner of this favored world 
Delights my soul as doth no other clime. 

Its fragrant groves distill the dewy sweets 
In rich profusion like Hymettus' thyme. 

Its olives vie with fruit Venafria yields. 
Where early Spring-time scents the frosty air. 

And gentle breezes fan grim Winter's brow ; 
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Where Aulon's mountain crowned with vineyards rare, 
Unmoved by envy, views Falernian wines. 

That genial spot, those hills * with verdure blest. 
Invite us both to stay our weary feet ; 

And there thy tears will soothe my final rest, 
Bedew my ashes as a tribute meet ! 



NOTES. 



» A Roman knight and poet, one of Horace's companions at 
school, and his fellow-soldier in the army of Brutus. — Watson. 

» A river of Calabria ; its waters are beautiful, and current smooth, 
— hence Horace says it is agreeable to sheep. — Watson, 

3 The sheep of Tarentum and Attica had a wool so fine, that they 
were covered with skins to preserve it from the inclemency of the 
weather. — Criiquius. 

4 The heights of Rhodope in Thrace, the modern Turkey. 
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ODE VII. 

TO POMPEIUS VARUS. 

|^R9 VARUS, chief among my comrades dear, 
ISgSl Who oft have shared the battle's hope 
^^■^^ forlorn 

When Brutus led against the Senate's will, 

What chance restored thee as a Roman born * 
To gods of country and Italian skies ? 

Companion dear, with whom I once beguiled 
The tardy hours, my shining locks bedewed 

With Syrian oil, and o'er the wine-cup smiled 
When evil fortune filled the soldier's life ! 

With thee I shared Philippi's' woful fight 
What time my shield was basely left behind ; 

And all the horrors of that headlong flight 
When valor failed, the bravest bit the dust. 

The herald god,' although my fears were great, 
In cloudy mantle bore me safe away 

Through thronging foes inspired with deadly hate. 
Tempestuous ocean's fast returning flood 

Restored thee haply to the combat dire. 
Then render Jove thy praises meet and good ; 

Beneath my laurels rest thy war-worn limbs ; 
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Nor spare the cask I long have kept for thee. 

With Massic wine, that care-dispelling juice, 
Thy polished cup overflowing fill with me ; 

From shells of plenty pour the fragrant balm. 
What nimble fingers weave the myrtle fair ; 

With loving zeal entwine the parsley green ? 
Ah ! whom shall Venus, queen of love, declare 

The king of guests to rule the festal scene ? 
In wild carouse I'll vie with souls to-night. 

Who madly shout the Bacchanalian song. 
To join the revel is my heart's delight 

When friends I love return from absence long ! 



NOTES. 



* Quiritem in the text implies a full return to the rights and priv- 
ileges of citizenship, which Varus had forfeited by bearing arms 
against the will of the triumvirate. 

2 Philippi, a city of Macedonia on the bonders of Thrace, famous 
for the defeat of Brutus and Cassius by Augustus. Horace was en- 
gaged in the battle on the side of Brutus, and modestly confesses in 
this ode that he threw his shield away in the flight. 

3 Mercury, the tutelary god of poets. 
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ODE VIII. 

TO BARINE. 

ARINE, tell me not, I pray, thy thousand 
graces fail. 
If punishment for broken vows had ever 
brought thee harm, 
Deformed thee by one blackened tooth, a single black- 
ened nail, 
Ah, then perchance I might believe thy smile had 
lost its charm ! 
Yet when thy perjured head is bound by every token 
sweet, 
That moment shines thy beauty more bewitching 
still by far. 
And every youth, sore-smitten, waits thy footstep on 
the street. 
Nay, proving thus false-hearted to thy mother's buried 
dust, 
Untrue to all the silent stars that deck the midnight sky, 
To deathless gods who rule above unfaithful to thy 
trust, 

9 
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Doth aid thy countless plans to keep the love-light in 
thine eye. 
Fair Venus laughs, I say it, when she views thy guile- 
ful arts ; 
The modest Nymphs make merry ; cruel Cupid holds 
his side, 
Who whets his shafts on stones bedewed with blood 
from wounded hearts. 
Besides our boys are growing — soon to feed thy wanton 
pride ; 
Behold, thy future slaves increase in stature day by 
day. 
Alas, thy former captives fail to shun thy wicked smiles; 
Though threatening oft to quit thy door, they yet 
bewildered stay ! 
Fond matrons for their little ones already dread thy 
wiles ; 
And thrifty lords gray-headed fear to lose their 
hoarded piles ; 
Fair maidens, newly-married, watch thy coming with 
distress, 
Lest husbands, by thy glance bewitched, may love 
them less and less ! 
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ODE IX. 

TO TITUS VALGIUS. 

In fallow fields the rains are sent, 
I And yet anon the sun will shine. 
The rudiest gale is quickly spent, 

That sweeps, my friend, the Caspian brine. 
The rigid ice will sometimes melt 

In bleak Armenia's climate drear. 
When Spring's more genial breath is felt, 

And milder days the landscape cheer. 
Garganian oaks may cease to groan 

Beneath the fierce northwestern blast ; 
The widowed ash not always moan 

Its tender leaflets falling fast. 
Shall endless grief thy bosom fill ? 

Thy mournful songs to Mystes run 
When Vesper * quits the eastern hill. 

Or westward flees the hastening Sun ? 
That sire whose years three ages filled 

Lamented not till death forbade 
Antilochus whom Hector killed. 

Nor were those parents always sad — 
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With loving sisters, maids of Troy — 

Since fiery coursers dragged the plains 
With TroTlus' their murdered boy. 

Then cease, O Valgius, gloomy strains. 
And let us rather tune our lays 

To trophies new that Caesar boasts ; 
By Tigris cold his victories praise, 

Or sing of Parthia's routed hosts : 
How distant Medus,^ haughty stream. 

More meekly rolls its vanquished tide ; 
Gelones, ruled by will supreme, 

0*er narrowed bounds their coursers ride ! 



NOTES. 



» This is the star called Vesper in the evening, and Lucifer in the 
morning. 

2 Son of Priam and Hecuba, slain by Achilles. 

3 The Parthians are referred to under the name of the river of 
their country. — Sanadon, 
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ODE X. 

TO LICINIUS MURENA. 

H^^ljURENA,' life will be more wisely planned, 
mSSi D '^^ neither always tempt the billowy 

plain, 
Nor yet, o'er-cautious, hug the dangerous land. 

The prudent soul who finds the golden mean 
Avoids the squalor of a musty cell ; 

And haply shuns those gilded palace halls 
Where envy points, and few enjoyments dwell. 

The blast more rudely shakes the stately pine ; 
And lofty turrets fall with woful wreck ; 

The flashing bolt when hurled by will divine 
On mountain peaks more oft in wrath descends. 

The soul, well-ordered, hopes amid the storm, 
And trembles most beneath a tranquil sky. 

The same kind Jove doth send the summer warm. 
And brings the winter's dreary season nigh. 

If gnawing cares beset thy path to-day, 
Be sure the morrow holds unfailing joy. 

Apollo sometimes tunes the joyous lay ; 
To court the Muse unbends his deadly bow. 
9* 
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Then be thou strong when earthly treasure fails ; 
In troublous hour display a cloudless brow. 

Ah, wisely furl betimes thy topmost sails, 
Too freely spread when prosperous breezes blow 1 



NOTE. 



» This Licinius, according to Dacier, is the same with Licinius 
Varro Murena, the brother of Proculeius, and Terentia, the wife of 
Maecenas. He entered into a conspiracy against Augustus with 
Flavius Cepio in the year 731, U.C. — Smart, 



^^^°_ ^^-iS^o 
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ODE XL 
TO QUINTIUS HIRPINUS. 

^ ^^ ^ QUINTIUS ! ask no more in anxious quest 
R^SjJ What secret plans the fierce Cantabrians 

lay; 
What meditations fill the Scythian's breast 

Beyond the Adria's tossing floods to-day. 
Nor tax thy thoughts for needful things of life ; 

Our wants this side Plutonian shades are few. 
Soon hoary age will banish tender love, 

For youth is fleeting as the morning dew. 
No gentle slumber calms the wrinkled brow 1 

Behold the flowers that deck the meads in Spring 
Will shed their glory ere the reapers come ; 

And yonder Moon is yet a changeful thing, 
Too soon, alas, her silvery beams will fade ! 

With endless cares why fret that heart of thine? 
Nay rather, prone within the planetree shade. 

In quiet ease beneath some whispering pine. 
Our snowy locks by fragrant roses pressed. 

That blend their odors with the Syrian balm. 
Shall generous wine not lull our souls to rest ? 
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Ah, Bacchus drives all gloomy thoughts away ! 
What slave attends to cool the sparkling bowl 

Of warm Falernian in the purling brook? 
What voice shall tempt fair Lyde, wayward soul, 

For rural joys to quit the hearthside nook ? 
O bid her bring the ivory lute, I pray. 

As o\er the lea she hies with nimble feet ; 
Her golden tresses, wont to freely stray. 

Like Spartan maiden's bound with ribbons neat ! 
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ODE XII. 
TO M^CENAS. 



I ^CENAS, urge no more this harp of mine 
To weary siege around Numantia's* 
walls ; 
To crimson streams that dyed Sicilian brine 

When Carthage bled. 
Nor bid me sing of Afric's chief, dread foe; 

Of Lapithae ; Hylseus, fond of wine ; 
The giant brood Alcmena's son laid low 
With mighty arm. 
That daring race disturbed with sore affright 

The dazzling courts where ancient Saturn ruled. 
Thyself, my friend, shall far more fitly write 

Historic lore : 
And tell of battles fought where Caesar led ; 

Of haughty kings in galling chains compelled 
To grace his triumph grand with bended head 

Through streets of Rome. 
To praise Lycimnia," mistress of my choice. 
Her trusting heart and ever-radiant eyes ; 
Melodious accents of her wondrous voice ; 
My Muse directs. 
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Of her who joins with winning grace the dance ; 
Whose wit is keen when rival jests ^ go round ; 
Who links with maids in Dian's praise perchance ; 

I needs may sing. 
Maecenas, would*st thou give one tress of gold 
For all the wealth of Persia's earliest king ? 
The countless treasure Eastern temples hold ? 

Mygdonian mines ? 
Nay, when she turns to meet thy burning kiss? 

Or gently coy denies her blushing cheek? 
When lips are ravished, shares thy stolen bliss — 
Oft wins the prize? 



NOTES. 



« A city in Spain, now called Garray : with a garrison of 4000 men, 
it held out fourteen years against a Roman army of 40,000 ; at last, 
sore-pressed by Scipio, and threatened with famine, the inhabitants 
gathered all their goods, set them on fire, and cast themselves into the 
flames. — Watson, 

a Terentia, the passionately-loved wife of jealous Maecenas, is 
doubtless intended. — Wheeler, 

3 It was a custom among Greeks and Romans to dispute the prize 
of raillery on festal days. The victors in these disputes, says Aris- 
tophanes, were publicly crowned among the Greeks. — Dacier. 
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ODE XIII. 
TO A TREE. 

HN evil day beheld thee planted here, 
Whatever wretch performed the shameful 
deed, 
With impious toil upraised thy branches drear 

To bring destruction on his blameless seed, 
Thou tree abhorred by every village lout ! 

I could believe his hand in anger pressed 
A father's throat till flickering life went out, 

Or stained the couch where dreamed a stranger guest 
With midnight blood within some chamber dark ! 

The guilty soul who reared thee on my mead 
With Colchian bane oft quenched the vital spark ; 

In every crime by human passions fed 
Was surely practiced, O thou sylvan ghost. 

Just ready now to crush thy master's head ! 
Man reckons least the fate that threatens most. 

With failing hearts the Punic sailors thread 
Those narrow straits to reach the Euxine sea. 

All fates beyond, unseen, disturb them not ; 
From other fears their sturdy breasts are free. 
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The soldier dreads the bolts by Parthians shot 
With rearward aim when headlong flight befalls. 

Italian chains those deadly archers fear ; 
A dreary life behind our dungeon walls. 

The death least dreaded is the death most near. 
How close was I to ebon Juno's' home 

Where Rhadamanthus ■ sits in judgment dire ; 
Those plains apart where blissful spirits roam, 

And Sappho tunes -folia's plaintive lyre 
To chide the maids who shared her native hills ; 

And where thy strains, Alcaeus, rise more grand 
To woes of exile and the battle's ills 

While phantom hosts in mute amazement stand ! 
A sacred hush for both were just reward : 

Yet thronging shades, as side to side they press, 
Drink in the music of that gifted bard 

With greedier ear who sings of war's distress 
And banished kings unwept by friendly tears. 

Why need we wonder? Since that monster ^ fell. 
The triple-headed, droops his sable ears 

In meekness while those notes of rapture swell ; 
The writhing snakes that crown the Furies dire 

In calm enjoyment cease their frightful hiss ; 
Prometheus bold and Pelops' guilty sire 

Forget their pains to share the tuneful bliss ; 
To chase the lion and the timorous lynx 

No more Orion roams the realm of Dis.* 
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NOTES. 

» Proserpina, daughter of Jupiter and Ceres, wife of Pluto, and 
queen of the infernal regions. 

« A law-giver of Crete, brother of Minos — so distinguished for 
justice that, after death, he was made one of the judges in the lower 
world. iEacus and Minos were the other judges. 

3 Cerberus, the three-headed dog of Pluto, that guarded the gates 
of Hades. 4 Pluto. 
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ODE XIV. 
TO POSTUMIUS. 

|LAS, Postumius, Postumius, the years glide 
swiftly by 1 
Advancing age will never heed the peniten- 
tial sigh. . 
The deepening wrinkles on thy brow devotion cannot 

hide; 
And pallid Death, resistless foe, will all thy vows deride. 
Three hundred shapely bullocks killed by thee each 

passing day. 
Would fail to win grim Pluto's grace — the fatal hour 

delay — 
Who circles monster Geryon,' shaped like some thrice- 
hideous dream, 
And Tityus," giant son of Jove, with Styx' dismal stream. 
That inky flood all men shall cross by earthly bounty 

fed— 
The king who boasts a gilded couch, the swain without 

a bed. 
From bloody Mars in vain we fly ; from Adria's raging 

seas; 
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And shield our forms when frosts are keen from every 

chilling breeze. 
All flesh must view Cocytus foul that rolls its leaden 

wave; 
The odious brood of Danaiis,^ and Sisyphus* the slave 
Condemned to hopeless toils that ne'er a kindly respite 

find. 
Thy lands, thy home and charming wife must all be 

left behind. 
No tree, except the cypress drear, that claims thy care 

to-day 
Shall follow thee its master hence one step along the 

way. 
A worthier heir shall freely quaff Csecuban vintage old. 
That five-score rusty keys now guard — as many gates 

enfold ; 
And stain thy marble floor with wine of choicer brand 

confessed 
Than e*er at pontificial feast did warm a priestly breast. 



NOTES. 



' A king of Spain, whose oxen Hercules drove into Greece, after 
having slain their master. 

a Son of Jupiter ; a giant so huge that when his body was stretched 
out it covered nine acres. He was slain by Apollo for attempting 
to ravish Latona, and was condemned in hell to have a vulture 
forever feed upon his liver which was constantly renewed. 
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3 He had fifty daughters, called Danaides, who, with one exception, 
by their father's command, killed their husbands in a single night. — 

Watson. 

4 The most crafty of mortals, who was condemned for his impious 
arts to roll a stone up-hill, which forthwith rolled down again : there- 
fore Virgil calls it " non exsuperabile saxum.*' — Georg., Lib. III. 39. 
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ODE XV. 
AGAINST ROMAN LUXURY. 

HH, splendid homes anon will spare 
The busy plow a meagre place ; 
And pools will dot the landscape fair, 

More broad than Lucrine's mirrored space ; 
The elm to sterile planetrees yield. 

Soon myrtle groves and violets blue, 
With balmy wealth from every' field, 

Will scent the slopes where olives grew, 
And once repaid the laboring swain ; 

Thick laurels quench the sun's bright rays. 
Through customs old we search in vain. 

The laws of Rome's primeval days, 
That bearded Cato's wisdom planned, 

For aught that tells of spendthrift ease. 
Then subjects toiled—the State was grand / 

None boasted then of sculptured frieze. 
Or porch in height ten measured feet 

To catch the cooling northern air. 
To scorn a turf-thatched cottage neat 

The law condemned, yet bade to spaio 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



114 ODES OF HORACE, 



No sums to build the nation's halls 
Of marble new from quarries rare ; 

And deck its hallowed temple walls 
At public cost that all might share. 
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ODE XVI. 
TO GROSPHUS. 

^^RH^HEN storms overtake some luckless wight 
RSiS On wide ^Egaea's billowy plain, 

And veil the moon from mortal sight, 

When gathering clouds obscure the main, 
No guiding star above him glows. 

Ah ! then the sailor lifts his hands 
To pitying gods for sweet repose ! 

The warrior fierce in Thracian lands 
Of conflict weary longs for peace. 

The Mede whose jewelled quiver shines 
From tumult prays a swift release — 

That rest nor gold from storied mines. 
Nor purple robes, nor gems may buy. 

No royal bribe will e*er unbind. 
No lictor*s truncheon waved on high,' 

The galling chains that fret the mind ; 
Or drive the myriad cares away 

That haunt the roofs of gilded halls. 
The swain content from day to day 

With simple fare in cottage walls ; 
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Whose frugal board the vessel quaint 

His father used for salt doth grace ; 
Avoids the anxious heart's complaint. 

No sordid lust of wealth or place 
Doth rob his nights of balmy sleep. 

Then why should we whose days are brief 
O'er countless plans our vigils keep? 

Or roam the world for vain relief 
In sunnier climes from cankering ills? 

Alas, what mortal e'er hath found 
In exile drear from native hills 

Escape from self on stranger ground ! 
Consuming cares will board the bark 

Whose brazen beak reflects the sun. 
They haunt in war the cohort dark, 

Than hunted stag more swift to run, 
Or Eurus fierce who drives the gale. 

The soul well-pleased with present gifts, 
Whose meek devotions never fail. 

Till kindly Jove the curtain lifts 
In patience waits; his genial smile 

Makes bitter life seem almost sweet. 
No joy below is free from guile ; 

No rest is found for weary feet ! 
Achilles, famed for victories gained, 

A death untimely swept from earth. 
To feeble age by fates constrained, 

Tithonus cursed his luckless birth. 
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And, Grosphus, time may give to me 

The blessings rare to thee denied. 
Thy hundred bleating flocks I see. 

Around thy folds each eventide 
Sicilian heifers lift their cries. 

Rich garments tinged with purple hue, 
Of wool twice-dipped in Eastern dyes, 

Protect thy form from cold or dew. 
To draw thy car the courser neighs. 

To me unerring fates have sent 
A small estate, with meagre praise 

For songs the Grecian muses lent ; 
A heart that loathes all vulgar ways. 

And laughs when vulgar spleen finds vent. 



NOTE. 



' One part of the lictor's office was, by waving his staff to open a 
way through the crowd for the magistrates ; whence this image is 
made use of by the poet. — Dacier. 
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ODE XVIL 
TO M^CENAS.' 

IRn^llTH sad complaint why break this loving 

It grieveth me, the gods it suiteth not, 
That thou shouldst first from these fair scenes depart, 

Thou prop and glory of my earthly lot ! 
Alas, Maecenas, half of this my soul, 

Should fates untimely hurry thee away, 
Must I, the other half, no longer whole, 

All value lost prolong my weary stay? 
The fatal hour shall bring one common doom. 

No empty vow hath passed these lips indeed ! 
Prepared to join thy steps to nether gloom, 

I go — I go — whenever thou shalt lead ! 
Nor dread Chimgera breathing flames of fire, 

Nor Gyges, monster with a hundred hands, 
Were he to rise again from darkness dire. 

Shall part us twain or sunder friendship's bands. 
Thus Fates and Justice fix their sure behest. 

If Libra's weights, or Scorpio's baleful eye, 
Or stormy Goat who lords it o'er the west, 

To mark my birth ascendant sought the sky, 
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In manner strange our natal signs ' agree. 

When thrice thy welcome shook the crowded ring 
Jove's guardian bolt from Saturn rescued thee. 

And stayed the Fates who came on hastening wing. 
Had Faunus failed to turn aside the blow 

With strong right hand that shields the prayerful 
bard, 
A falling tree had crushed this head, I know 

I now had slept in death beneath the sward. 
With grateful heart then pay with bullock slain 

Thy solemn vows ; to Jove thy thanks uplift ; 
With just devotion rear a votive fane. 

A tender lamb shall be my humble gift. 



NOTES. 



» The constitution of Maecenas, naturally weak, had been impaired 
by luxurious living. ** The nervous and feverish disorder with which 
he was afflicted increased so that for three years before his death he 
never closed his eyes." — Hist, of Roman Lit., vol. iii. p. 42. 

» The Greeks formed their horoscopes from the parts of signs or 
constellations that appeared above the horizon at the hour of birth. — 
Dacier. 




Digitized by VjOOQIC 



lio ODES OF HORACE, 




ODE XVIII. 
AGAINST AVARICE AND LUXURY. 

In the walls of my dwelling no ivory gleams ; 
All my ceilings are plain with no fretwork 
of gold ; 
From the slopes of Hymettus* no white marble beams, 

As an architrave, columns from Afric uphold. 
Neither boast I the palace of Attains gained 

By a false claim as heir to the throne he possessed ; 
And no damsel of rank, as my client constrained, 

Spins Laconian purple to weave me a vest. 
But integrity joined with a liberal store 

Of the gifts of the Muses my fortunes comprise. 
Yet the rich in their splendor pay court at my door. 

And the penniless bard is a prince in their eyes. 
With my cottage well pleased, with my flocks and my 
land, 

I beseech not the gods with more comforts to bless ; 
Or require of my friend who hath means at command 

To increase in his bounty the joys I possess. 
Day pursueth the day ; yonder Moon will soon wane ; 

Still thou quarriest marble, one foot in the grave ; 
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Ever heedless of death, build thy mansions in vain ; 

Discontent with the strand that is fixed for the wave, 
Where the sea beats at Baise ' dost push back the tide. 

Why should avarice prompt thee just landmarks to 
move 
Of thy neighbor's domain, or thy clients override ; 

Thus to drive out the swain and the wife of his love 
With their gods and starved children in arms as they 
fly? 

Yet no palace awaiteth its lord more secure. 
Than the house of the dead waits us all by-and-by I 

Then why struggle for wealth ? Since the grave's no 
more sure 
To be dug for the hind than the heir to a throne. 

And no bribe ever tempted the Ferryman 3 grim 
In his skiff to bring back shrewd Prometheus alone. 

Still that merciless watch with an eye never dim 
Keepeth Tantalus ♦bound with his race in the gloom. 

And he'll graciously waft every ghost o'er the tide. 
Who from labor set free in his boat seeketh room. 

Should the journey be plead for or vows be denied. 



NOTES. 



* A mountain near Athens. 

« A city of Campania, near the sea, where people were fond of 
bailding on accoant of the beauty of the situation. 
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3 Charon, the son of Erebus and Nox. He ferried the shades of 
the dead over Acheron and Styx to Hades. 

4 A king of Phrygia, father of Niobe and Pelops. For his mis- 
deeds he was placed in a lake of water which receded when he tried 
to drink, and under a tree laden with all manner of delicious fruit 
which constantly eluded his grasp. 
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ODE XIX. 

A DI.THYRAMBIC. 

BEHELD father Bacchus ' afar on the mount 
Teaching mirth-giving strains to the nymphs 
of the fount ; 

And the goat-footed Satyrs well-pleased with the fun — 
Take my word, future heirs — lent an ear every one. 

Still I tremble, evce 1 ' when I think of that sight. 
Yet with stout wine replete my heart swells with delight. 
Spare, O spare me, just Bacchus, evce ! gracious god, 
So majestic and dread with thine ivy-twined rod ! 

I may sing of the bold devotees of the vine ; 
Of the brooks running milk and the fountain of wine ; 
Sing again of the honey that flowed — strange to see ! — 
From the rude, hollow trunk of a moss-covered tree. 

^nd my harp shall be tuned to the praise of thy spouse, 
Ariadne of Crete — happy wife — happy vows ! 
I will tell of her star-jewelled diadem bright. 
That now adds a new glory to signs of the night : 
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Of the palace of Pentheus destroyed,^ ruin sad ; 
And the doom of Lycurgus ♦ of Thrace, who went mad. 
Thou commandest, O Bacchus, the river to stay ; 
And the billows of Ind at thy bidding obey ! 

In thy cups, thou dost weave mid the rocks by some 

charm 
For thy priestess a chaplet of snakes without harm ; 
And when impious giants climbed Jove's airy height, 
'Twas thy claws and thy fangs that made Rhoecus 

take flight. 

Some have claimed thee more fit for the revel and 

play— 
For the dance and the joke — than to join in the fray. 
Yet it seems, mighty god, when commotion was rife, 
That thy voice restored peace, or continued the strife. 

At thy coming huge Cerberus hushed his rude bark ; 
Gently wagging his tail, viewed thy horn through the 

dark; 
And his triple tongue licked both thine ankles and feet 
On the way past his kennel, thy mission complete. 



NOTES. 



« Son of Jupiter and Semele. He was taken out of his mother 
and sewed into his father's thigh tiU ripe for birth. — Watson. 
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» A word used by the priests of Bacchus, taken from his name 
Evius which was given by Jupiter in the war of the giants against 
heaven. — Watson, 

3 A king of Thebes, who was torn in pieces by his mother, sisters 
and aunt, for slighting the rights of the god of wine. 

4 A king of Thrace, who, finding his people too much addicted to 
wine, ordered all the vines uprooted. Therefore Bacchus made him 
mad ; so that he cut off his own legs. — Watson, 




II* 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



I 

J 

126 ODES OF HORACE, 



ODE XX. 

TO M^CENAS. 

HEARD inspired by Muses twain, 
On eagle wings 1*11 mount the sky. 
From scenes of earth and tumults vain, 
From envy free, I'll fly— I'll fly ! 

Though born, my friend, of lowly blood. 
The shaft of death my life shall miss. 

No dreary Styx with leaden flood 
Shall bar my flight to realms of bliss. 

A swan-like skin methinks I see 

Already clothe my limbs below ; 
And downy plumes above my knee 

In snowy whiteness seem to grow. 

A bird of song, more swift of flight 

Than wings Icharian fled through space. 

That murmuring strait shall greet my sight 
That marks the bounds of eastern Thrace. 
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Gaetulian Syrtes, boiling sands 

That sailors dread, these eyes will view. 
141 visit next those northern strands, 

That frozen landscape seen by few. 

The Colchian wild, the Dacian then. 
Who hides his fear of Marsian foe, 

With savage Getge," last of men, 
My downy form shall surely know. 

The sage of thought in distant Spain 
Shall ponder well my flesh and bone ; 

Those doubting souls be taxed in vain, 
Who quaff the floods of cooling Rhone. 

Then chant no rueful dirge for me ; 

No women's tear of sorrow shed ; 
No pomp funereal may there be 

Above the bard who is not dead ! ' 



NOTES. 



' A people of Scythia, otherwise called Geloni, who used to paint 
themselves that their enemies might be terrified at the aspect. 
« In imitation of Ennius* epitaph, p. 161, ed. Hessel: 

•• Nemo me lacrameis decoret, nee funera fletu 
Pac sit, quur? volito, vivo, per ora viriim." — Smart, 
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ON CONTENTMENT. 



1^^ LOATHE the rude, \intutored throng, 

3 ^St ■ ^^^ drive them from my thoughts away. 
In sacred silence hear my song ; 

The Muses fire their bard to-day. 
I sing in strains before unheard 

To beardless youth and maidens fair. 
To rule by royal will and word 

His people ends the monarch's care. 
But Jove supreme — that glorious god 

Who smote in wrath the Titans * dread, 

And shakes the mountains by his nod — 

In fealty holds each sovereign head. 
128 
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So happens, one more favored swain 

In rows doth plant his orchards grand 
To compass more of hill or plain 

Than he who owns the neighboring land. 
To Field of Mars in toga white 

Of nobler birth this man descends, 
Than yonder soul whose chief delight 

Is quiet worth with trusting friends. 
More slaves obey another's call. 

But death, alas, by mandate stern, 
In silence grim awaits them all ! 

Each mortal's name within the urn, 
The roomy urn, will soon be tossed. 

Sicilian dainties fail to win 
By tempting odors relish lost 

By him above whose neck for sin 
The naked sword impending swings : 

The song of birds — the lyre in turn — 
To such a wretch no slumber brings. 

Yet balmy Sleep doth rarely spurn 
The peasant's cot by cooling springs ; 

In Tempe's vale where zephyrs fan 
The shepherd's brow, he folds his wings. 

Nor rising Kids, nor stormy sea, 
Arcturus ' gliding down the west, 

Disturbeth him whose heart is free 
From sordid wish, with plenty blest. 

No vineyards bruised by pelting hail. 
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No cherished fields that mock his toil, 

No scanty crops when rains may faij, 
Or flood or frost may blast the soil, 

Can dim his joys in prudence planned. 
The fish behold the sea made less 

By basement stones that dint the sand. 
To fill the deep the masters press 

With toiling slaves, a numerous band ; 
And thither restless lords of earth 

To weld the rock send mortar down. 
Yet fears and guilty pangs have birth 

To haunt their steps by shore or town. 
Nay, gloomy Care doth walk the deck 

Of yonder bark with beak of brass. 
She mounts in haste the charger's back, 

That bears the knight, and spurns the grass. 
Since marble hewn from Phrygian mine. 

Nor sunbright robe, nor purple vest. 
Nor Persian balm, nor sparkling wine 

Can lull the troubled mind to rest. 
Why then should / rear columns tall ? 

A stately home in modern taste 
To rouse the envy, spleen of all ? 

Or give my peaceful villa chaste. 
This happy vale where cares are few. 

My Sabine farm with meagre store. 
For glittering wealth with comrades new. 

That brings me grief but nothing more ? 



/ 



Digitized 



by Google y 



ODES OF HORACE, 



13^ 



NOTES. 



» Titan was the son of Coelus and Terra, elder brother of Saturn, 
and father of a race of giants who contended with Saturn for the 
sovereignty of heaven. Jupiter hurled them with his lightning into 
Tartarus. I 



» A constellation of fourteen stars that follow Ursus Major, 
rising and setting are thought to cause tempests. — Sanadon. 



Its 
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ODE II. 
THE DEGENERACY OF ROMAN YOUTH. 

ET each tall youth gird on his shining gear ; 
With willing zeal endure a warrior's life; 
Well taught to ride, and hurl the hostile 
spear, 
May Parthians dread to meet his blows in strife. 

Inured to want, henceforth, and cold and heat, 
Let all his days be spent beneath the sky. 

There may he learn that soldier's fare is sweet ; 
That fadeless honors dwell where brave men die. 

Some royal dame with daughter wondrous fair — 
Some virgin princess ripe for nuptial ties — 

From hostile walls who views his virtues rare, 
Perchance will whisper thus with tearful eyes : 

*' Alas — alas ! let not our prince anoint — 
Our plighted prince unused to deadly fray — 

Provoke yon lion fierce with weapon's point. 
Whom vengeful ire impels to blood this day I" 
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'Tis good to die encased in shining mail. 

When patriots fall it is a glorious sight. 
Relentless Death pursues the hearts that fail, 

The trembling knee, nor spares the craven knight. 



s 

\ 

I 



Heroic Virtue wins a spotless fame. 

Nor droops her crest to suit the changeful throng. 
She opens bliss to those of valorous name, 
- Who merit life and endless praise in song. 

0*er rugged heights her onward footsteps pass ; 

Where dangers press, her radiant face is found ; 
On rapid wing she spurns the grovelling mass. 

Deceitful earth with all its varying round. 

For prudent lips moreover joys await. 

I'll banish him whose tongue doth publish wide 
The mystic rites of Ceres from my gate ; 

Nor share my boat that feebly stems the tide. 

For slighted Jove may visit wrath the same 
On good and bad — ah, who can him defy ! 

Yet angry Justice rarely fails, though lame. 
To seize the guilty wheresoever they fly. 
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ODE III/ 

ON FIRMNESS AND INTEGRITY. 

I O raging mob on mischief bent, 

No frowning tyrant's mandate stern 
Can move the just man's calm intent, 

His firm resolve an instant turn. 
Nor furious gales from southern clime 

O'er Adria's restless waves that ride, 
Nor thundering Jove in wrath sublime 

Can shift his plans to either side. 
Though yonder starry dome this day 

With every ponderous orb were hurled 
Upon his head, without dismay 

He'd sink beneath a ruined world ! 
Thus Hercules, from wanderings long. 

With Pollux won celestial seats. 
Augustus, too, in virtue strong. 

With gods now quaffs ambrosial sweets. 
O Father Bacchus, rightly named. 

For bold resolye renowned afar. 
Thy growling tigers yet untamed 

Beneath the yoke once drew thy car ! 
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Rome's founder, too, by steeds of Mars, 

Of dauntless will far-famed in verse. 
Escaped infernal bolts and bars 

When gods approved harsh Juno's curse : 
"Troy, faithless Troy, condemned to mine 

And chaste Minerva's blameless ire, 
Since he who built her walls divine 

Did cheat the gods of promised hire — 
For king and people fate condign — 

In ashes lies a smouldering pile ; 
Destroyed by fatal judge unblest 

With alien dame in wedlock vile. 
But stranger Helen's lustful guest 

No longer boasts in dazzling gear. 
The Argives, Hector slain, no more 

Shall view false Priam's race with fear. 
That siege, prolonged by feuds, is o'er. 

My odious grandson," bitter spleen 
I therefore yield to warlike Mars. 

That loathsome kin with brow serene. 
Enthroned above the shining stars. 

With gods may sip the nectar sweet. 
As long as billowy seas divide 

Detested Troy from conquering Rome, 
In every clime on earth beside 

Let Ilium find a peaceful home. 
While cattle roam o'er Priam's head. 

And graze the sod where Paris lies \ 
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While prowling beasts among the dead 

Conceal their young from searching eyes ; 
In splendor fearless Rome may stand, 

And publish laws for vanquished Medes ; 
To bounds of earth her realms expand. 

Nay, let her fame and valorous deeds 
Be known where ocean's wave divides 

From Europe Afric's drifting sands. 
And tumid Nile's refreshing tides 

Enrich the soil of thirsty lands. 
Proud Rome ! in scorning dross concealed 

More wise, than in compelling earth 
For deeds profane its wealth to yield. 

Alas ! perplexing cares have birth 
When secret mines are brought to light ! 

In every hostile clime afar 
Let Roman cohorts urge the fight. 

Rejoiced to drive the rattling car 
Where torrid suns with fury glare ; 

To cloudy zones where tempests rage. 
This fate for Rome my lips declare. 

But first of all these terms engage : 
No blinding zeal, no pride of power, 

May tempt her sons to build again 
Ancestral Troy. The luckless hour 

When Ilium's turrets, reared by men. 
Once more ascend, destruction dread 

Shall swift avenge the impious deed. 
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Jove's sister, she who shares his bed — 

Myself— the conquering host shall lead ! 
Though walls of brass in grandeur frown 

Around her thrice by Phoebus* aid, 
Yet thrice my Greeks will pull them down, 

Those heights accurst in dust be laid ; 
And thrice in bonds for sons and sire. 

The dame shall weep on Ilium's plains.'* 
Such themes ill-suit the joyous lyre. 

My wandering Muse, where urge my strains? 
Ah ! foolish bard, no more relate 

The secrets gods alone may use ; 
Debase no more a theme so great 

With trifling measures, O my Muse ! 



NOTES. 



* Julius Caesar, according to Suetonius, had, formed a design of 
transferring the seat of empire to Troy. This was strongly reported a 
little while before he was assassinated. As Augustus entered heartily 
into the schemes of Julius, and as Troy was esteemed the seat of the 
Julian family, the Romans feared that he would carry out the design 
of his predecessor. In this ode Horace boldly attempts to dissuade 
his patron by representing Juno, in a full assembly of the gods, 
threatening her resentment should Troy be rebuilt. — Orelli. 

" Romulus. Odious, because a Trojan priestess was his mother. 
He was begotten by Mars, and hence was Juno's grandson. 
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ODE IV. 
TO CALLIOPE.^ 



U 



|R0M heaven descend, O Queen of song! 
Attune the pipes to lingering strains; 
Or, suits thee, clearest notes prolong ; 
Or strike the harp to sad refrains. 



Doth pleasing frenzy cheat my ear. 
Or do ye likewise mark the sound ? 

Her welcome step raethinks I hear ; 
I seem to roam the selfsame ground. 

In hallowed groves our wandering feet 
Together tread where pleasant streams 

With rippling joy our coming greet, 
And zephyrs lull to peaceful dreams. 

In boyhood near my native town. 
As tired of play in Vultur's wild 

I slept, the storied birds came down. 

And hid with leaves the slumbering child. 
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To all in Bantia's forest deep ; 

In Acherontia's airy nest ; ' 
*Twas marvel strange how one could sleep — 

Among the rocks in safety rest ! 

How deadly snake or bear that day 
Should fail to harm so young a child ; 

Though dear to gods, how sacred bay 
And myrtle o'er my breast were piled ! 

With you, ye Muses, rest my hopes. 
If Sabine hills my footsteps greet ; 

Or cool Prseneste, Tibur's slopes. 
Or watery Baiae tempt my feet. 

Philippics host in hurried flight. 
Nor waves, nor odious tree that fell 

Did plunge the bard in endless night, 

Who loves your dance and fountains well. 

I'll brave with you that raging brine. 
The Bosphorus dread ; on Syrian strand 

With gladsome heart, O tuneful Nine, 
My feet shall press the burning sand ! 

The Britons, harsh to stranger men,^ 
Gelonian archers, tribes who love 

The blood of steeds, I'll visit then ; 
O'er Caspian waters freely rove. 
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Within Pieria*s grotto fair 

Your songs and counsel cheered the heart 
Of Caesar, finding solace there, 

His legions housed in tents apart. 

Jove's deadly bolts — who governs well 
Earth, sea and towns, the nether world ; 

Whose wrath is feared in heaven or hell — • 
At impious Titans once were hurled. 

That frightful crew who fain had rolled. 
Defiant grown by strength of arm. 

On veiled Olympus Pelion old. 

Gave Jove supreme a strange alarm ! 

But what availed Porphyrion tall, 
Or Mimas huge, or Rhcecus bold. 

With brothers rushing, giants all. 
Against Minerva's targe of gold? 

Lo, there the fiery Vulcan stood ; 

While matron Juno here was seen ; 
With Phoebus, great Patara's god. 

The pride of Delos, archer keen ! 

Apollo ! glorious form to view ; 

Of Lycian groves the rightful god ; 
Who bathes his wavy locks in dew 

That scents Castalia's flowery sod I 
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But force misled is self-destroyed. 

The gods will prosper effort wise ; 
While boasted strength, by fools employed 

For ends profane, the gods despise. 

The truth I sing hath witness plain 
In Gyges bound in gloom below ; 

In fierce Orion, tempter slain 

By shaft from blameless Dian's bow. 

Her sons,* to murky Hades sent 

By vengeful bolts, the Earth deplores : 

That giant offspring now repent 
Their deeds on dark Plutonian shores. 

In ^Etna's caverns deep and vast 

The fire yet glows : three hundred chains 
Yet bind the lewd Pirithoiis^ fast; 

And Tityus writhes in endless pains. 



NOTES. 
» Muse of Epic poetry. 

a Horace calls Acherontia " a nest," because it was situated upon 
lofty rocks on the frontiers of Lucania. — Dacur. 

3 Upon the authority of the scholiast Acron, commentators believe 
that the Britons sacrificed strangers to the gods. 

4 The Titans were sons of Earth or Terra — so-called, being of the 
second generation. 

5 Son of Ixion, king of the Lapithae and husband of Hippodamia. 
He attempted to ravish Proserpina, wife of Pluto, and is therefore 
termed lewd. 
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ODE V. 

THE STANDARDS REGAINED. 

IS thunder tells us when the storm is high 
That Jove is king beyond the azure sky. 
Augustus, too, we'll deem a god what day. 
The Parthians rude and Britons own his sway. 
And hath a knight of Crassus basely shared 
barbarian nuptials ! Jove and city spared, 
Hath Marsian e'er grown old — ah I guilty blot — 
Rome's fame, the toga, Vesta, shields forgot ! 
O senate bribed ! O country's honor stained 
In hostile courts by lustful wedlock gained ! 
Against this one more prudent soul' fore-armed. 
By terms thus vile that meant disgrace alarmed ; 
Divining doom for future years in store, 
Should captive maids unpitied die no more ; 
Thus cried : ''I've seen our standards basely nailed 
To shrines of Carthage when the Roman failed 
To smite the hand that stole his targe away ; 
Our free-born sons by galling fetters bound ; 
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The hostile gates unbarred \ the fruitful ground 
Our conquering legions trampled newly sown. 
The ransomed knight returns more brave ^ I own ! 
Nay, friends, to shame ye add the ransom's cost. 
The wool once dyed, its fleecy, whiteness lost, 
Must ever wear the sea- weed's purple stain. 
The warrior's heart may never more regain 
The valor quenched by one inglorious deed. 
When yonder dove from tangling meshes freed 
Shall urge the fray, the man who trusts his life 
To treacherous foes may lead the van in strife ; 
The craven soul whose limbs have, worn the chain. 
In war renewed, may sweep the Punic plain ! 
The wretch untaught to lengthen life's brief lease 
Some other way confoundeth war with peace. 
O foul reproach ! O Carthage raised to fame 
By Rome's defeat and now dishonored name !" 
The same true soul, as one who felt disgrace," 
Refused, they say, his loving wife's embrace. 
Denied his sons the clasp that children prize, 
And sternly earthward fixed his manly eyes. 
Until his counsel stayed the empire's fall. 
To exile then, as following duty's call, 
Midst weeping throngs he took his glorious way : 
Although aware of cruel tortures planned 
By vengeful foes on Afric's distant strand. 
Yet waved his kin and pleading friends aside. 
As one who quits his client justified 
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Before the tribune seeks Venafrian lands, 
Or fair Tarentum reared by Grecian hands. 



NOTES. 
' Regulus. 

« Among the Romans, any loss of liberty, or of the rights of a 
citizen, was called DeminuHo Capitis. — Anthon. 
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ODE VI. 
TO THE ROMANS. 

IP^^BINTIL thy zeal, O Roman, shall repair 
NEDW] The tottering shrines and long-dishonored 

fanes 
Of jealous gods, and with a reverent care 

From off their statues wipe the sooty stains. 
Thyself for crimes ancestral must atone, 

Though thou art guiltless! Heed these words of 
mine: 
The nation lives by constant vows alone. 

Then wisely ask betimes for aid divine 
In all thy plans ; to gods above ascribe 

Each great event. Neglected prayers of thine 
Already brought our country grievous woe. 

Pacorus, leading with a savage host, 
Hath dealt our cohorts twice a staggering blow. 

With glittering necks the foe exultant boast 
Of gaudy circlets wreathed of captured spoils. 

Fierce Ethiopians and the Dacians * neared 
Our luckless town when plunged in civil broils — 

The former, more for warlike navies feared ; 
13 
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The latter, skilled to bend the bow in fight. 

The age, in evil all too fruitful grown, 
Degraded first the hallowed nuptial rite. 

And children reaped the ills their sires had strown. 
Destruction thus entailed, the fount unclean, 

The loathsome flood soon overwhelmed the land. 
Our maidens love Ionian dance " obscene ; 

When ripe for marriage, long to understand 
Seductive ways, and learn with girlhood's kiss 

To harbor thoughts unchaste within their hearts. 
The moon scarce waned that shines on nuptial bliss, 

Some youthful rake they lure with guileful arts — 
The grayhaired spouse oblivious, drunk with wine ; 

Nor care to whom they yield their lewd embrace 
In shady walks when stars no longer shine. 

Nay, bolder grown, they hie with eager pace 
To any tryst, forsaking husband's arms ; 

If trading factor lead to foul disgrace, 
Or Spanish merchant buy their costly charms. 

No hero, born of parents vile as these. 
Did ever slay bold Pyrrhus, dread in fight, 

Or stain with blood the Carthaginian seas ; 
But youth begot by sires of rustic fame. 

Who learned to till the glebe with Sabine spades. 
Or gather logs to please the austere dame. 

And pile the hearth, what ti jie the gathering shades 
At evening shift their place among the hills ; 

And parting Phoebus from his chariot sheds 
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On weary swains the farewell glow that fills, 

The heart with peace unknown to jewelled heads, 

And lifts the yoke from off the grateful kine. 
What things escape Time's all-destroying hand ! 

From age to age the nation's hopes decline ; 
Increasing ills beset our hapless land^ 



NOTES. 



' Alluding to the army of Antony and Cleopatra, mainly composed 
of Dacians and ^Ethiopians. — Bond, 

a The lonians were the most voluptuous people in the world. Even 
their laugh carried with it such an idea of dissoluteness, that 'luviicb^ 
yeAw^ became a proverb. Among the Romans, it was deemed a shame 
for girls of marriageable age to learn to dance. That exercise was 
only permitted during infancy. — Todd, 
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ODE VII. 
TO ASTERIE. 

HHY weep for Gyges, doting swain ? 
In early springtime o*er the sea 
The breeze will waft him home again 

With rare Bithynian gifts * for thee. 
Thy lover, urged with wintry kids 

By western gales to shores of Greece, 
Bedews with tears his drooping lids. 

His fond lamentings never cease. 
Though anxious land-dame's pander tries 

A thousand plans his love to test, 
He careth not that Chloe sighs, 

Or that thine ardor fires her breast. 
The tempter chides ■ his faithful heart, 

And tells of Proetus, trusting soul, 
Sore-pressed by guileful woman's art 

To rashly slay on charges foul 
Bellerophon too pure for life ; 

Of Peleus, famed for virtues rare, 
Who spurned Acestus' amorous wife. 

And scarce escaped the nether air ; 
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Nay, quotes besides historic lore 

To prove that stolen joys are sweet. 
In vain ! he loves thee more and more ; 

Icarian rocks are less discreet. 
But as for thee, fair girl, take heed 

Lest bold Enipeus tempt thy soul. 
Though none more skilled to rein the steed, 

With louder cheer forsakes the goal, 
More stoutly breasts Etruria's tide, 

Yet firmly bolt thy chamber door 
Ere evening shades the landscape hide. 

From out thy lattice gaze no more • 
When plaintive notes enchant thine ear ; 

With stony heart upbraid his lays; 
Deny his plea in accents clear. 

Although he chide thy flinty ways. 



NOTES. 



* Quaint articles of iron, steel, silver and gold, that the Bithynians 
made with great skill. — Francis, 

« The land-dame, or hostess, being, through her pander, unable to 
seduce him with Chloe's love, examples are cited of those who have 
yielded on easier terms, or grievously suffered for their constancy. 
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ODE VI 1 1. 
TO M^CENAS. 

I^RS GIFTED sage, in prose and verse profound ! 
IS^Sl From wedlock free, why thus devoutly bring 
^^^^ My yearly gifts when early March ' rolls round 

Thou bid'st me tell. 
And why these flowers, and why this altar glows 

With fragrant incense, why these coals are strewn 
On yonder sward where tender herbage grows, 

Thy lips require. 
Escaping death beneath a falling tree, 

I vowed to Bacchus then a snowy" kid. 
With gladsome feast for thus preserving me 

From woful doom. 
This hallowed day on which my life he spared 

Shall break the seal on yonder musty jar 
That drank the smoke' when noble Tullus shared 

A Consul's rank. 
Th Jiff, my friend, a hundred cups to-night, 

b-*iv.e one who loves thee yet remains alive. 
The lamp of joy shall greet the dawning light. 

Drive gloom away. 
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Ah ! cease to ponder vexing themes of state, 

The Dacian fierce hath laid his weapons down, 
The troublous Mede destroys himself of late 

In civil broils. 
Our ancient foes that roam the coast of Spain, 

Defiant long,* confess the might of Rome. 
The conquered Scythians ne'er will boast again 

Their warlike skill. 
Then banish fear ; beneath my roof repose 

As one who rests, from public duties free ; 
Rejoice in gifts the passing hour bestows ; 
Bid trouble cease. 



NOTES. 



' A festival was observed with much pomp by Roman women on 
the first, or Kalends, of March, in memory of the day when the Sabine 
women became reconciled to their husbands, and dedicated a temple 
to Juno. While the wives made offerings to Juno, their husbands 
sacrificed to Janus. — Torreniius. 

» Victims to celestial gods were white ; to infernal deities, black. 

3 The ancients mellowed their wines by the application of smoke 
after the jars were duly sealed. 

4 The war in Spain continued more than two hundred years before 
the Cantabrians were subdued. — €anadon. 
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ODE IX. 
DIALOGUE OF HORACE AND LYDIA. 



HORACE. 

LAS, when I was loved alone ; 

Thy snowy charms no rival pressed ; 
No monarch sat on Persia's throne* 




With life than mine more truly blest I 

LYDIA. 

Ere Lydia knew a rival flame ; 

To Chloe's feet her lover strayed ; 
Ah, then I bloomed of brighter fame 

Than Roman Ilia, vestal maid ! 

HORACE. 

Now Thracian Chloe rules my heai t ; 

To heavenly lays her strings reply ; 
With life itself I'd freely part, 

If she, my soul, might never die ! 

LYDIA. 

A Thurian lover claims my thought ; 
His ardent suit I chide in vain. 
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To perish twice I'd count as naught, 
If fates would spare my Thurian swain ! 

HORACE. 

If love of other days return 

To link our sundered hearts again ; 

If flaxen Chloe's arms I spurn 

For Lydia's kiss ; what then — ^what then ? 

LYDIA. 

Though he outshines the morning star ; 

And thou more rude than Adria's sea, 
Than dancing cork more false by far ; 

In life or death I'd choose but thee ! 



NOTE. 



' The kings of Persia in the times of Horace were little more than 
governors, being subject to the Parthians. The poet refers to those 
ancient kings of Persia, such as Cyrus or Darius, who were called king 
of kings ; and whose riches and power gave birth to the expression or 
proverb, *' Happy as a king of Persia." — Cruquius, 

This ode is considered as the most difficult of all to render, and that, 
on account of the extreme grace and simplicity of the original. But 
partial success can therefore be expected in this version. The trans- 
lator has labored to clothe its beauties in simple language and measure, 
keeping as close to the text as possible — avoiding, however, that stiff- 
ness of verbal transfer so apt to impede the flow without adding to a 
correct expression of the sentiment. 
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ODE X. J 

TO LYCE. 



|E|^^^|H ! Lyce, had thy love grown cold 
IRAO By drinking Scythia's icy stream ; 
Or had thy plighted vows been told 

To savage chief of will supreme ; 
Yet might those eyes with pity view 

Thy lover prone beside thy door, 
So rudely barred, exposed to dew 

And northern blasts that sweep the moor. 
Nay, dost thou hear thy lattice groan ? 

The elm that shades thy gilded shrine 
To dreary winds responsive moan ? 

How Jove with chilly breath divine 
Encrusts the snow with polished glass ? 

Disdain me not lest Venus frown ; 
The rope that turns the wheel, alas, 

May break, and let thy burden down 1' 
Tyrrhenian father gave thee life 

To be less hard of heart, 'tis plain ; 
Less cold than proud Ulysses* wife 

Who spurned the pleading suitor train. 
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Since offered gifts, nor recreant spouse 

By tuneful harlots led astray, 
This pallid brow, nor prayerful vows 

Can melt thy frozen looks away, 
Yet spare, O spare, my suppliant form ! 
r The serpent's heart is mild as thine ; 

The oak's less rude that breasts the storm. 

cruel dame, these limbs of mine 
That hug thy threshold-stone must fail. 

1 cannot always thus recline. 
Endure the sleet and wintry gale. 



NOTE. 



« An allusion to a wheel and rope used for raising heavy weights — 
the rope passing over the wheel in a groove. Should the load prove 
too heavy the rope snaps asunder, and flies back, drawn down by the 
body to be elevated. — Anthon, 
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ODE XI. 
TO MERCURY. 

^^H HERMES ! since thy skill divine 
IjgSJ Once caused Amphion's ' wondrous 

lays 
To move the rocks ; this lyre of mine. 

Seven-stringed and harsh, to merit praise 
At sumptuous feast and hallowed rite ; 

Now teach me thy melodious art. 
Inspire, I pray, my song to-night 

To melt my Lyde*s frozen heart. 
As yonder playful filly hies 

To pastures green in wanton pride, 
Now ripe for love and nuptial ties. 

The laughing maiden quits my side. 
To hear thy music sweet and low 

The tigers leave the shades profound ; 
The rushing river stays its flow, 

And listening forests gather round. 
Grim Pluto's watch-dog hushed his growl 

As through the gloom thy music sped ; 
Although a hundred serpents foul 
In hissing fury arm his head, 
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And from his throat with triple tongue 

Infectious poisons constant flow. 
As nether space responsive rung, 

Ixion smoothed his wrinkled brow. 
Lo, Danaan daughters ' failed to ply 

Their weary task when soothed by thee, 
And let the leaky tub run dry 1 

May Lyde hear this night from me 
Their bloody crime ; the well-known doom 

For.woful deeds — condemned to fill 
That cask in vain beyond the tomb. 

Twice guilty dames ! no greater ill 
Was wrought by woman's hand before, 

Than thus to stain the marriage bed 
With murdered hustand's crimson gore ! 

Yet one,3 by pitying virtue led — 
Illustrious wife ! — refused to hear 

Her perjured father's grim behest. 
Ah, noble dame to memory dear 1 

These warning words escaped her breast : 
'* Awake ! my youthful spouse, arise ! 

Lest one beyond thy ken unblest 
In sleep eternal close thine eyes. 

My sire and wicked sisters foil ; 
Like hungry wolves among the herd. 

That rend with cruel fangs their spoil. 
Of softer mould, I pledge my word 

To harm thee not, or keep thee here. 
14 
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My sire may load these limbs with chains, 

Because I save thee, O my spouse ! 
Though sent to far Numidia's plains, 

I yet will keep my nuptial vows. 
Arise ! my love, for life depart ! 

Where favoring winds, thy feet, may guide. 
While Venus rules this breaking heart — 

The night is dark — ah, quit my side ! 
With favoring omens haste away. 

Yet think of her who stayed thy doom ; 
When death shall part my soul from clay, 

With mournful numbers mark my tomb !" 



NOTES. 



« A Theban prince who played so sweetly on the lyre that the very 
stones came together and formed the walls of Thebes. 

» Fifty in number. At the bidding of their father, forty-nine of 
them murdered their husbands, and were condemned in hell to fill a 
tub with water, the bottom of which was full of holes, which rendered 
their toil unavailing. 

3 Hypermnestra. 
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ODE XII. 

TO NEOBULE. 

JH ! weeping maids should ne'er bestow 
The lover's kiss ; their sorrows drown 
In ruby wine ; despondent grow, 
Or dread a chiding uncle's frown.' 

Yet Cupid, thief with golden wings, 

O Neobule, stole thy weft. 
The spindle's hum no comfort brings 

To heal the wound his arrow left 1 

The prince of Hebrus won thy heart, 
His shoulders bathed in Tiber's tide. 

Thy finger spurns Minerva's art" 
•When Lipara's joy is by thy side. 

A horseman bold he mocks the wind ; 

Outruns the fabled steed with wings ; ' 
And leaves each racing foot behind. 

With crushing weight his gauntlet swings. 
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The frightened stag that scours the plain 
He smites afar with javelin keen. 

To rouse the boar that hides in vain 
Thy lover owns no peer, I ween. 



NOTES. 



z Among the Romans, uncles had a great power over their nephews 
and nieces; and as they were not usually so indulgent as fathers, 
their severity passed into a proverb. — Torrentius, 

« Spinning and weaving. 3 Pegasus. 
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ODE XIII. 
TO BLANDUSIA'S FOUNTAIN. 



LANDUSIA'S limpid fount' divine, 

More clear than crystal welling, 

I pledge thy charms in ruby wine, 



With roses crown thy dwelling ! 

A kid the morn, too young for strife 
Or love, with horns just growing. 

Shall stain with crimson drops of life 
Thy lucid' waters flowing. 

Thy shades defy the ardent rays 
When torrid suns are burning. 

In thee the weary ox allays 
His thirst from labor turning. 

The rambling flocks find solace here 
From rugged slope or mountain. 

To brute and swain thy pool is dear. 
Thy rills are sweet, O fountain ! 
14* 
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O gurgling font ! thy fame shall spread 
When songs of mine are telling 

Of yonder oak that lifts its head 
Above thy rocky dwelling ! 



NOTES. 



« The site of this fountain has been a matter of controversy 
interesting to those who seek to ascertain the localities of places en- 
deared to them by the poets. Acron and others assumed it to be in 
the vicinity of Horace's Sabine home, and identify it with the rivulet 
of Digentia (Licenza). It is, however, generally now agreed, upon 
what appears sufficiently competent authority, that Blandusia was in 
Horace's native soil, about six miles from Venusia (Dillinger, Orelli, 
etc.). If so, it is conjectured that the poem was written in early life. 
It may, however, be, as Tate contends, that the name endeared by 
early associations was transferred by the poet to some spring near his 
later home. Yonge suggests : "Was Blandusia the name of the place 
or of the presiding nymph of the fountain?" — Bulwer — Lord Lytton, 

" Used in the secondary sense of " clear, transparent," as especially 
applied to water. 
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ODE XIV. 
TO THE ROMANS. 

|0, Caesar, whom but lately songs of mine 

Proclaimed, O Romans, like Alcmena's 
child,' 
From Spain returns to view his household shrine, 

A conquering chief! 
May Livia come, who loves her spouse alone, 

And join the pageant grand that greets our pride — 
To gracious gods, meanwhile, her duty done, 

Who spared his life ; 
With glad Octavia, swell the shout of praise 

For him who led our legions, glorious chief; 
And matrons sure henceforth of peaceful days ; 

All fillet-crowned." 
Ye newly-married, youth in manhood's prime. 
From words of evil bar your trembling lips. 
This festal day that greets our chief sublime 

Shall banish gloom. 
This holy day no care shall vex my soul, 

No dread of tumult, fear of death, appall, 
When Caesar rules the earth from pole to pole 
By will supreme. 
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Bring perfume, slave, and chaplets — weave them well ; 

Go find a cask that knew the Marsian ^ war — 
If any wine escaped that monster fell,* 

Who ravaged homes. 
And bid Nesera, tuneful maiden sweet ; 

In eager haste bind up her auburn hair. 
But should the porter's frown my message greet. 

Then come away. 
The frosts of age from warlike deeds restrain ; 

And angry feuds ill-suit my failing years. 
When Plancus lived, I would not thus have ta*en 
Such rude affront. 



NOTES. 



* Hercules. 

« Roman matrons bound their heads, as a token of their chastity, 
with fillets which common women durst not wear. — Dacier. 

3 Commonly called the Social and Italian war, by Horace called 
Marsian because begun by the Marsi. — Sanadon, 

4 Spartacus, a gladiator, and a Thracian by birth. Putting himself 
at the head of a few gladiators drawn from the halls of one Lentulus 
at Capua, and joined by a large force of slaves, he ravaged all Italy. 
— Watson. 
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ODE XV. 



TO CHLORIS. 



SPOUSE of needy Ibycus, refrain from wicked 
arts; 

"' No more with giddy maidens romp, or tempt 
their foolish hearts ; 
So soon to welcome timely death, no longer dim their 

skies, 
As clouds obscure the shining stars when wintry storms 
arise ! 

If gems adorn my Pholoe, they suit thee not as well. 

With better grace thy daughter knocks where faithless 
gallants dwell : 

Like some bewildered bacchanal when timbrels wildly 
sound 

Ah ! Nothus makes her dance for love as wanton she- 
goats bound. 



Digitized by LjOOQIC 



1 66 ODES OF HORACE, 

The wool from bleating flocks that roam Luceria's 

verdant hills 
Becomes thee best, thou wrinkled flirt; but not the 

harp that thrills 
Our hearts, nor yet the damask rose that lades. the 

summer breeze, 
O Chloris, nor the musty jar when emptied to the lees. 
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ODE XVI. 
TO M^CENAS. 

jj^S^SlHOSE gates of oak in walls of brass, 
|H h8 With watchful bandog's warning, drear 
Had saved Acrisius' child ' — alas ! — 

From midnight lovers lurking near, 
Had Jove and Venus failed to view 

Her doting father's jealous care 
With inward smile. Ah ! well they knew 

No walls might shield the maiden fair 
When Love a golden arrow threw ! 

For tempting Dross, more potent far 
Than vengeful bolts of Jove, delights 

To rend each stony ward and bar, 
And pass the guard of mailclad knights. 

In ruin plunged by wealth accurst. 
The Grecian augur's kin ' were slain. 

By glittering bribes great Philip ^ burst 
Opposing gates : by promised gain 

That monarch captured rival thrones. 
The sailor free who plows the main 

To conquering wealth allegiance owns. 
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Increasing riches bring us care 

With fierce desire of costlier things. 
And hence, O knight, beyond compare. 

Thy loving bard who sweetly sings 
Hath feared to lift his ivied brow. 

On him who oft denies himself 
The gracious gods will much bestow. 

Maecenas, clad in rags myself, 
I envy him who covets naught, • 

I love his cot and peaceful skies. 
From gilded homes with ingots bought, 

As one pursued, thy minstrel flies I 
Although possessed of fortune small. 

With brighter fame my hopes are sealed. 
Than if my barns were stored with all 

The corn Apulian meadows yield — 
With millions blest, yet always poor. 

A crystal font with laughing rills, 
A scanty grove to shade my door, 

With crops to pay. the hand that tills, 
Are gifts no proud Proconsuls boast 

Who rule o'er Afric's distant leas. 
With less of care, I'm favored most. 

Although Calabria's toiling bees 
No honey bring to fill my hive ; 

For me no cask of Formian wine 
Grows ripe with age ; no flocks may thrive 

On Gallic hills ; this heart of mine 
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From baleful want is far removed. 

And should my comfort ask for more, 
Thy gifts are free, O friend beloved I 

rd rather eke my scanty store 
By counting less my daily needs, 

Than Alyattes' realm I gain 
To join with Phrygians dewy meads. 

They covet much who much complain. 
Thrice blest is he, with life content. 

Who prizes home and native land ; 
To whom almighty Jove hath sent 

All needful things with sparing hand. 



NOTES. 



« Danae. Acrisius was a king of the Argives. Having been fore- 
warned that he should be slain by his grandson, and having no 
daughter but Danae, he caused her to be shut up in a strong tower. 
Proetus, the king's brother, gained access by corrupting the guards. — 
Watson. 

» Eriphile, for a necklace of pearls betrayed her husband, Amphi- 
araus. It resulted in the violent death of herself, husband and son. 

3 Philip was advised by the oracle of Apollo to fight with golden 
spears, and it was one of his maxims, that no fortress was impreg- 
nable into which an ass could enter laden with gold. — Francis. 
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ODE XVII. 
TO ALIUS LAMIA. 

GALLANT Lamia, friend of mine, 
Of ancient Lamius' knightly race ! 
[For history proves that Lamia's line 

From earliest years descent may trace, 
By faithful records kept with care. 

From him who ruled in princely ranks 
The Formian towns, with Livis fair 

Whose waters lave Marica's banks — 
A broad domain] at coming dawn. 

An eastern gale will strew the grove 
With autumn leaves, and sweep thy lawn ; 

The billowy sea that sailors rove 
Will cast its rotting weeds ashore ; 

Unless the bodeful raven's cry 
Deceive my ear, as ne'er before — 

A warning true when storm is nigh. 
Then gather fuel while we may 

Ere yonder sun refuse to shine. 
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Thy gifted soul another day 

Shall warm, my friend, with generous wine ; 
A tender pig two months of age 

Shall yield its blameless life for thee — 
A tempting feast for knight or sage — 

Thy weary slaves from labor free. 
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ODE XVIII. 
TO FAUNUS. 

THOU by whom the nymphal train 

Is loved — O Faunus I' — heed my prayer ; 
Benignly cross these meres again. 
My sunny fields now claim thy care I 

And if to mark the closing year 

A nursing kid I bring for thee, 
With sparkling wine, to Venus dear, 

Thine altar smoke with perfume free, 

O sylvan god, my lambkins feed ! 

At Nones" of bleak December's round 
All cattle seek the russet mead, 

Rejoiced to hear thy pipes resound. 

Each village maiden hies afield 

To join her lover, harvest o'er. 
Ah ! then the patient oxen yield 

The yoke, and fear their tasks no more. 
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With grazing flocks the wolf may rove ; 

The glades are strewn with leaves for thee ; 
In triple dance the plowmen love 

To press the sod from labor free. 



NOTES. 



» The poet invokes the presence of Faunus, and seeks to propitiate 
the favor of the god toward his flocks and fields. — Anthon, 

a Faunus had two festivals ; one, on the Nones (5th) of December, 
when the harvest was over; another, on the Ides (13th) of February, 
that he might preserve and foster the grain committed to the earth. 
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ODE XIX. 
TO TELEPHUS. 

low many a circling year apart 

From times Inachian Codrus bled, 
Who welcomed death with loyal heart, 

The race of one whom sinners dread,* 
And battles waged near Troy divine, 

O guest ! compose thy theme to-night.' 
But when I ask the price of wine 

In Chian jars, who'll warm aright 
The cleansing bath, or find a room 

For joyful feast, what hour destroy 
Pelignian frosts, thy lips are dumb. 

A goblet fill this instant, boy. 
For yonder Moon with willing hand ; 

Bring one for Midnight, one for him 
Who wields to-day the augural wand. 

With sparkling wine let beakers brim — 
Three cups, or nine, as friends agree. 

The raptured bard whose heart delights 
In Muses odd claims three-times-three. 

Each modest Grace, with sisters nude, 
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Indulgence more than thrice denies, 

Lest drink may cause disturbance rude. 
What fiend hath hushed the lute of Tyre ? 

Why hangs the shrilly pipe unblown ? 
No bard to wake the slumbering lyre ? 

Nay, let the rose be freely strown. 
I hate the niggard's gift of flowers. 

May envious Lycus hear the shout 
Of joy that greets the flying hours ; 

My songs awake his blooming spouse 
Who dreams of love across the way, 

Ill-matched with age by luckless vows. 
Fair Rhode, ripe for nuptial day. 

Doth aim her cruel glance at thee. 
With wavy locks, as Hesperus, bright. 

My Glycera's love — alas, for me I — 
Consumes this melting soul to-night. 



NOTES. 



* iEacus, son of Jupiter and Europa, famed for justice and piety. 
. He was appointed one of the judges in hell after death. 

» Horace with some friends had met to arrangfe a feast in honor of 
the recent appointment of Murena to the office of augur. Telephus, 
one of the number, of literary fame, and then engaged in writing a 
history of Greece, absorbed in his work, seems to have introduced 
topics foreign to the occasion. The poet chides him in a friendly 
spirit. — Orelli. 
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ODE XX. 
TO PYRRHUS. 




OST thou not see, O Pyrrhus, danger nigh 
For him who steals Gaetulian whelps away ? 
In trembling haste anon thy feet will fly 
From fierce attack ! 
Ah ! when the mother, through the busy mart. 

Mid thronging youth, to claim her child again 
In fury wanders, then thy perjured heart 

Shall quake with fear. 
A noble strife should either win the prize ! 

While thou art drawing deadly arrows forth. 
She whets her fangs and glares with flashing eyes 

To find thee out. 
Meanwhile the judge, they say, doth sit at ease. 

The victor's palm beneath his naked feet ; 
And airs his shoulders in the sighing breeze. 

His perfumed locks. 
The like was Nireus, as the Greeks attest — 

Most comely youth, except Achilles tall — 
And Ganymede borne from Ida's* crest 
On eagle wings. 
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NOTE. 

» A mountain in Phrygia, near Troy, famous for the controversy of 
Pallas, Juno, and Venus, about the apple of discord, which was ad- 
judged to Venus by Paris. From its crest, Ganymede, son of Tros, a 
youth of great beauty, was carried off by Jupiter's eagle, and made 
cup-bearer of the gods in place of Hebe. 
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ODE XXI. 
TO A WINE-JAR. 

HHOU goodly jar, that saw the light with me 
When Manlius held a Consurs place in 
Rome, 
It matters not — whatever thy contents be, 

Descend ' I pray to cheer my quiet home I 
If cause of grief below thy seal be hid. 

Or jest, or feud, or love that adds a stain. 
Or balmy sleep to close the weary lid — 

Beneath whatever name thy sides contain 
The Massic juice that suits auspicious days — 

Corvinus claims the best — thy blessings pour. 
Be sure, O jar, he'll ne'er with-hold thy praise. 

Or harshly greet, though learned in Grecian lore 1 
The virtues rare in Cato's breast of old. 

As record tells, were warmed with frequent bowls ; 
By thee inspired, the swain, of ruder mould, 

Is roused to deeds that suit far gentler souls. 
By aid of Bacchus, god of song and mirth. 

Thy gifts reveal the sage's thoughts and themes; 
Thy comforts cheer the anxious hearts of earth. 

And bless the shepherd's couch with pleasant dreams. 
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Ah ! when he tastes thy ruby drops of bliss, 

He dreads no more the haughty tyrant's frowns 
Of dauntless will, he claims the maiden's kiss, 

And in thy fountain every sorrow drowns. 
The merry god and Venus, queen divine — 

If with a smile she join our feast to-night — 
With Graces three, their friendly bond shall twine' 

'Till rosy dawning puts the stars to flight. 



NOTES. 



« The Romans had their wine-cellars at the tops of their houses, 
that their wines might ripen sooner by the smoke. — Cruquius. 

2 The idea to be conveyed is that beauty, love, and wine are closely 
joined in the bonds of friendship, as personified by Bacchus, Venus, 
and the Graces. This is, to say the least, a dangerous sentiment, and 
warranted by poetical license alone. 
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ODE XXII. 
TO DIANA. 



[|AIR guardian of our woods and hills, 
O Dian pure and gracious, 
Of triple form, thy glory fills 
Each grove and upland spacious ! 

When thrice invoked * with bated breath 

By youthful dames in trouble, 
Thy fond attentions banish death. 

Thy pitying smiles redouble. 

Defend this pine that shades my roof 

When wintry winds are sighing. 
A boar that plans the fray aloof 

Shall prove my love by dying ! 



NOTE. 



« Horace mentions the number three, because it was ever a mys- 
terious number, or because women in labor invoked the goddess under 
three principal names : Luna in heaven, Diana on earth, and Proser- 
pina in hell. She was painted with three heads; one, of a lion, 
another, of a bull, and a third, of a dog. — Sanadon, 
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ODE XX 1 1 1. 



TO PHIDYLE. 



!Y Phidyle, by lovers praised, 
The queen of rustic story, 
Now let thy pleading hands be raised ' 
To Luna's crescent glory I 

With golden apples lade the shrine, 

Our household gods appeasing ; 
Devoutly bring the glutton swine 

With gifts of myrrh well-pleasing. 

Ah ! then no more my fruitful vines 

The southern breeze shall wither ; 
My press will flow with generous wines ; 

No rueful storms come hither ; 

No blight destroy the ripening corn ; 

My flocks in sickly weather 

Till dewy night from rosy morn 

Shall browse the thyme together. 
i6 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



,82 ODES OF HORACE. 



Though chosen lambs, from pastures green 
• On blest Arcadia's mountain, 
May dye the priestly axe, I ween, 
With life's empurpled fountain. 

Our gods require no princely vows 
To please their lesser powers ; 

For loving fingers twine their brows 
With braids of simple flowers. 

If blameless hands approach the shrine, 

A salted cake bestowing. 
The gift appeases wrath divine, 

As blood in rivers flowing ! 



NOTE. 



« This was the usual gesture of prayer among the ancients ; with 
this difference, that when they invoked celestial powers the palms of 
the hands were held upwards, as if to receive a blessing, but were 
lumed towards the earth in supplicating the infernal gods, as if to 
avert evil. — Cruquius, 
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ODE XXIV. 

TO THE COVETOUS MAN. 

IJB^S HOUGH blest Arabia's glittering wealth were 

With India's gems that deck her sable brow, 
Thy stately mansions hid the Tuscan brine, 
Still greater things the gracious gods bestow, 

Should cruel Fate but lay her ruthless grasp 
Upon thy home, or claim thy fleeting breath, 

Thy gold would fail to rend that iron clasp. 
Or free thy members from the toils * of death ! 

Thou wretched soul, the tribes on Scythia's plains 
May surely find the dregs of life more sweet. 

Who shift their tents from place to place in wains, 
As ancient custom leads their wandering feet. 

The savage Getae compass more of ease. 

Where lands are free with neither mete nor bound ; 

And each may pluck the fruit of all the trees. 

One harvest gathered, reap the neighboring ground : 
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Where babes are safe within a step-dame's arms ; 

The downed wife obeys her haughty spouse ; 
For him alone bedecks her blushing charms ; 

The heir of virtue, keeps her nuptial vows : 

Where certain death for sin the laws demand. 

If Rome now boast a son who'd banish crime, 
And civil feuds that curse our native land ; 

Bequeath a memory dear to coming time ; 

Upon his tomb would have these words engraved, 
'* Our country's father calmly slumbers here;" 

Ah ! let him quell each rising hope depraved ; 
In virtue's cause display no craven fear. 

Our hearts (injustice f) living Worth disdain. 
Yet weep devoutly o'er her pallid face. 

If wrongs go free, why need we thus complain. 
Or grieve so deeply over foul disgrace ? 

The laws are vain, if neither torrid glare. 

Nor wintry regions where the fountains freeze 

Repel the merchant with his tempting ware ; 
If greedy sailors roam the stormy seas. 

Reproachful want compels the race at will 
To deeds profane of every name and kind — 

To welcome danger, suffer woful ill. 

The rugged path of virtue leave behind. 
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Then cast thy gold with all thy jewels rare, 
Thy hoarded wealth — it's only sordid gain — 

To yonder waves, or trust the nation's care. 
By men applauded, count it not in vain. 

If true repentance follow lust of gold. 
All guilty passions in the mortal die. 

The mind once fashioned in too free a mould, 
By thought severe is trained for purpose high. 

Our noble youth now fear the charger's neigh ; 

No longer hunt where frothing boars are hid ; 
More skilled to roll the Grecian hoop' in play. 

Or throw the dice that statutes wise forbid. ^ 

Our perjured fathers gather wealth apace 
To feed the follies of a thankless heir. 

Though Fortune beckon with a smiling face. 
Increasing riches fail to banish care ! 



NOTES. 



» Death was represented as armed with a net that he threw over 
the heads of his victims. — Dacier. 

a A iioop five or six feet in diameter set round with rings, and 
driven with a rod. 

3 All games of hazard were forbidden by law among the Romans, 
except during the Saturnalia. — Francis, 
1 6* 
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ODE XXV. 



A DITHYRAMBIC. 



|HITHER hurry me, Bacchus, replete with thy 
power ? 
To what forest or grot am I flying ? 
In what cavern remote shall the Ss^tyr this hour 
To my voice hear the echoes replying ? 

When my songs, to the stars and the palace of Jove, 
With the name of our Caesar are ringing, 

And his glory immortal resounds in the grove, 
Strains unknown will thy minstrel be singing ! 

Thus the Bacchanal, roused from her frenzy by night, 
Looks away over Rhodope's mountain ; 

Over Hebrus and Thrace where the snow lieth white, 
And the frost-king hath sealed every fountain. 

How my soul is rejoiced as I roam at my ease. 

Every rock in the wilderness viewing ! 
Gracious lord of the Naiads, who humbled the trees. 

Now inspire me, thy praises renewing. 
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Nothing common, O Bacchus, or rude will I bring. 

With no maid of the nine will I quarrel. 
Of the perils and charms of that god will I sing, 

Who entwineth his brow with the laurel ! 
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ODE XXVI. 



TO VENUS. 




JH ! once I had a comely form 

That pleased the blushing maiden well. 
The heights of love I took by storm 

Where many a gallant warrior fell. 
But now, the amorous warfare done, 

My dinted mail I cast aside. 
This wall that greets the morning sun, 

And guards the fane of Cypria's pride, 
Shall claim my harp and midnight arms.' 

Here, here I nail the blazing torch 
That once illumed forbidden charms. 

To Venus now in yonder porch 
I hang the bar of steel, the file 

That menaced once resisting doors. 
O queen of Cypria's balmy isle. 

Of Memphis, free from Thracian snow. 
Rebuke my Chloe's haughty smile ; 

With threatening whip one lash bestow ! 
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NOTE. 

' Ovid tells us that the ancients consecrated their weapons to Mars 
on quitting the service ; so the poet dedicates the arms of love, his 
lyre, torch and the rest, to Venus. They were hung on the left wall, 
because the statue faced the south, and they would thus be on her left 
hand, or the happy quarter. — Lamb, 
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ODE XXVII. 
TO GALATEA. 

|ET hooting owls at midnight, omen drear, 
A fleeing wolf that quits Lanuvian hills, 
Or nursing fox, portending danger near, 
Conduct the bad. 
May hissing adders dart across their way, 

As arrows fly from springy bows afar. 
To fright their steeds, the coming journey stay. 

And thwart iheir plans. 
Ah ! what shall I, a prudent augur, dread ? 

From eastern skies I'll charm the ebon crow, 
Ere bodeful swans to stagnant pools instead 

With storm return. 
O Galatea, may thy life be free 

From pain and sorrow in thy chosen home ! 
Yet lovely maid, I pray thee think of me. 

Thy willing slave. 
Nor luckless pye, nor wandering raven's croak 
Forbids thy going — still my heart will break. 
Lo, fierce Orion bends the sturdy oak 

With warnings loud ! 
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I know how drear is Adrians tossing main ; 
How bland lapyx leads our hopes astray. 
Let hostile mothers with their sons complain 

Of southern gales. 
When yonder sea in darksome fury rolls, 

With deafening tumult beats the trembling shore, 
May Neptune's anger fill their quaking souls 

With dire alarm. 
'Twas thus Europa' scorned the placid waves 

What time the bull deceived her trusting heart ; 
Yet viewed the forms that haunt the coral caves 

With pallid face. 
That fearless maid who lately roamed the lea. 

With busy fingers plucked the daisy's bloom, 
Beheld the stars above the midnight sea 

With trembling limbs. 
When distant Crete received her thus beguiled — 

That isle once honored with a hundred towns — 
Overcome by grief she cried : ** Ah, recreant child ! 

O virtue fled ! 
O father — name once dear — forever lost ! 

Where lies my home, and whither am I come ? 
To perish once will ne*er repay the cost 
Of honor stained. 
Is thought awake while here for sin I grieve ? 

Or doth a fiend, escaped the ivory gate," 
With hideous dreams my broken heart deceive. 
Though blameless yet ? 
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If any power might yield this odious beast 

To wrath of mine, all effort would I make 
To slay the monster, break his horns, at least, 

So late adored ! 
Forsaken now, Tve left my father's door ; 
With none to love, I cling to weary life. 
If any god regard the erring more, 

Or heed my prayer. 
With lions, naked would I gladly stray. 

Ere foul disease o'erspread this polished brow — 
In bloom of youth — to be the tiger's prey 

Is all my wish. 
' Ah ! false Europa' — thus thy father cries — 

* Why linger here ? Behold thy girdle's length, 
So haply brought, may calm thy bitter sighs 

On yonder ash. 
This dizzy height, this chasm fringed with death, 

The raging storm, may better end thy woe. 
Else, princess-born, defamed by scandal's breath. 

In bondage live.' " 
As thus she mourned, the queen of love drew near. 

And brought her son, his cruel bow unbent. 
With artful smile that wreathed a covert sneer 

She chid her thus : 
'* Let passion cease — thy cause is dear to me ; 
For crime in vain no longer blame thyself. 
The monster bull shall yield his horns for thee 
To break at will. 
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Then learn to prize the gifts that Fortune brings. 

Of earth's divisions one shall bear thy name. 
Dost thou not know that Jove, the king of kings, 
Now seeks thy love?** 



NOTES. 



' Galatea was preparing to embark, because the sky was serene and 
the sea calm ; but Horace tells her that Europa was deceived by a like 
calmness and serenity, but soon had cause to repent her boldness. — 
Tarrentius. 

Europa was the daughter of the Phcenician king, Agenor, and the 
mother of Minos and Sarpedon by Jupiter, who in the form of a bull 
carried her off into Crete. 

a Dreams of falsehood, according to Homer and Virgil, passed 
through an ivory gate in the infernal world; and those of truth, 
through a gate of horn. — Francis, 




17 
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ODE XXVIII. 
TO LYDE. 

|R'SS|RING forth, O Lyde, rare Csecuban wine 1 
m ®5B What better suits the joy of Neptune's day ? 
Let nothing keep those nimble feet of thine. 
Drive sober Prudence from thy path away. 

Behold, the noon is gliding down the west. 

And yet, as though the fleeting hours delayed, 
Thy dainty hands refuse to bring the best 

My cellar holds in musty jar, sweet maid ! 

We'll sing by turns of ocean's jealous king; 

His merry maidens with their tresses green. 
Latona's praises on the harp shall ring ; 

And spotless Dian's with her arrows keen. 

That lovely goddess claims thine evening songs, 
Who yokes her swans to greet the happy isles ; 

On blissful Paphos oft her stay prolongs. 
And visits Gnidus with her favoring smiles. 
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ODE XXIX. 

TO M^CENAS. 

If Tuscan kings the rightful heir, 
I Long since beneath my humble roof 
"^^'^'^ I've kept the perfume for thy hair, 

With bloom of roses : wine of proof 
In cask unbroached * awaits thee there ! 

From every care thy bosom free ; 
Release thy troubled thoughts, I pray. 

From Tibur's ever marshy lea ; 
Forsake ^Esula's hills to-day, 

The slopes that knew the parricide. 
Ah ! leave, my friend, luxurious gifts 

That lure the soul to soft desires ; 
And quit this princely house that lifts 

To upper air its glittering spires. 
No longer seek the busy mart, 

The murky skies of bustling Rome," 
Her rich estates and works of art, 

But come and share my quiet home. 
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Ofttimes a change of scene will cheer 

The rich man's heart ; n/iy, frugal fare 
In peasant's cot hath dried the tear, 

And smoothed the wrinkled brow of care. 
Now Cepheus lifts his dazzling head 

As Phoebus wheels his fiery wain 
O'er thirsty lands; the Lion dread 

In anger shakes his tawny mane. 
The shepherd finds the cooling shade 

With panting flocks, or fans his brow 
By rippling streams in forest glade. 
' O'er silent banks no zephyrs blow. 
Still thou art pondering themes of State 

With anxious fear for Roman weal ; 
What subtle plans the Bactrian's hate 

May prompt, what blow the Scythian deal ! 
Yet prudent Jove hath veiled in gloom 

The strange events of coming years. 
And smiles when eager souls presume 

To rend the shroud that Nature wears. 
Then wisely use the present day. 

Thy future life is like the stream 
That calmly seeks the Tuscan bay. 

Anon, like some bewildering dream, 
To fury roused by wintry floods. 

It sweeps along the time-worn rocks 
Mid echoing hills and bordering woods. 

With uptorn trees and bleating flocks 
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And ravished homes> as idle toys ! 

That man controls his earthly cares, 
And spends a life replete with joys, 

Who thus at evening hour declares : 
" I*VE LIVED A DAY 1 Let Jove divine 

To-morrow spread the cloudy veil, 
Or bid the cheerful sun to shine. 

He cannot make the past to fail ; 
The passing hour to yield its prize.'* 

Lo, Fortune, pleased with wanton ways. 
And sure to play her saucy games. 

Doth rudely shift uncertain praise ; 
One moment smiles — another, blames. 

I bless her while she folds her wings. 
But when she quits my side in haste, 

I proudly yield the gift she brings ; 
In virtue's mantle wrap my breast. 

Content with plain but honest fare. 
When eastern gales in fury rise 

To rend the mast, I have no care ; 
No need to lift my tearful eyes 

To gods above in piteous prayer ; 
Or bargain vows for help divine 

To cheat the waves of Tyrian goods. 
My boat, the Twins that brightly shine. 

Shall waft me safely o'er the floods. 

17* 
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NOTES. 

* The ancients placed their casks upon the bottom, and were there- 
fore obliged to bend them forward when they poured out the wine — 
Cadum ventere. — Torrentius. 

« We may imagine the noise of a city of three millions of in- 
habitants, whose circuit, including suburbs, was, according to Pliny, 
forty-eight miles, and where the houses might be raised seven stories, 
each ten feet high. Lampridius tells us, that Heliogabalus collected 
ten thousand pounds weight of cobwebs in Rome. — Francis. 
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ODE I. 



TO VENUS. 



l^^^nJROM long repose, O queen, again 

y ^S ^^^^ move my heart with tumults vain ? 

I pray thee, save ! 
Thy bard is changed since years gone by 
When Cynara ruled with laughing eye 

Her willing slave. 

O cruel nurse of soft desires,^ 
No longer kindle amorous fires 

Within the breast 
Of one whose life is on the verge 
Of lustrums ten ! Ah, cease to urge 

Thy sweet behest ! 

But yoke thy swans ; in splendor fly 
Where suitors plead with tearful eye 
To have thee bide. 
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'Twere better far, if thou would' st find 
A youthful swain to love inclined, 
To quit my side. 

Go fill the home where Paulus dwells 
^^jh sound of mirth and marriage bells. 

Of high degree, 
A hundred gifts the youth adorn. 
He pleads the cause of hearts forlorn. 

And pines for thee. 

Of manly grace and manly pride. 
He'll bear thy standards far and wide 

With courage bold ; 
And gayly laugh when lover's art 
Shall win the blushing maiden's heart 

From rival gold. 

By Alba's lake he'll rear for thee 
A shrine beneath the citron-tree 

Of marble stones. 
And there the dulcet lyre and lute 
Shall blend with Berecynthian flute ' 

Their joyous tones. 

The fragrant balm will scent the glades 
Where gallant youth with bashful maids. 
In Salian round, 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



ODES OF HORACE, 



203 



Shall daily chant thy praises twice; 
With snowy feet in cadence thrice, 

Shall beat the ground. 

Nor woman's love, nor maiden's kiss, 
Nor fond caress, nor hope of bliss. 

Nor sparkling wine, 
Nor garland fresh that scents the breeze 
And twines my brow hath charms to please 

This heart of mine. 

Yet why, alas — O quickly speak ! — 
Do random tears bedew my cheek ? 

And tell me why 
This ready tongue so feebly tells 
The thought that in my bosom dwells 

With many a sigh ! 

O cruel one, thy steps I trace. 
And clasp thee in my fond embrace 

Beneath the stars ; 
In dreams thy nimble feet pursue 
O'er velvet lawns when falls the dew 

On Plain of Mars ! 



NOTES. 



' Venus. Her chariot was drawn by swans, 
a The music in the temples consisted of a voice, a lyre, a lute, and 
one or two flutes or flageolets. — Francis, 
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ODE II. 
TO ANTONIUS lULUS. 

HHE fearless bard who'd reach Pindaric height, 
O Julius, mounts on pinions joined with 
wax 
By skill Daedalean : soon to end his flight. 

And name some glassy deep ! 
As down the mountain torrents urge their way, 
By sudden rains increased beyond the banks. 
So Pindar, sure to wear Apollo's bay. 

In tones of thunder raves. 
In endless cadence rolls majestic song. 

If thought be framed in dithyrambics bold. 
Or roving numbers waft his theme along 

In strains to mortals new. 
Or should he sing perchance the matchless fame 

Of gods above, or praise those kings divine 
Who slew the Centaurs, quenched the lurid flame 
In dread Chimaera's throat : 
Or sing of champions whom the palm returns 

From Elis home, exalted to the skies ; 
Bestows a gift more dear to him that earns^ 

Than five-score columns tall : 
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Or mourn the youth whom death untimely stole 

From weeping bride : — he lifts each hero's worth 

Above the stars — his virtue, strength of soul — 

From out the cheerless tomb. 

The Theban swan, Antonius, rides the breeze 

What time it soars to cloudy realms on high. 

And yet — alas ! as toil Matinian bees 

To gather honeyed sweets — 

With labored art I strive, of humbler mould, 

To fitly praise in flowing verse the banks. 

The verdant banks, and Tiber's wave of gold. 

So dear to Roman hearts ! 

A nobler minstrel, thou shalt proudly tell 

Of Caesar's fame when o'er the sacred hill 

He drags Sicambrians * rude, and weareth well 

The wreath of victor bay. 

Great Caesar ! best of all the treasures dear 

That gods or fates have e'er on earth bestowed ; 

Or ever will, 'though Golden Age appear 

To bless mankind once more. 

Thy muse may tell of happy festal days 

And public joy that greets the safe return 

Of brave Augustus. Thou shalt fitly praise 

The forum free from feuds. 

In humbler strains — if haply aught of mine 

May suit the ear — I'll join the loud acclaim. 

My chosen theme shall be : '* O day divine 

So worthy honors great !" 
18 
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And while the pageant grandly moves along, 
With one accord, repeating o'er and o'er 
Triumphal shouts, we'll aid the gladsome throng, 

And offer perfume rare. 
Ten heifers young — as many bulls — I ween. 

Shall free thy soul of every vow unpaid. 
A roving steer that thrives in pastures green 

Shall cancel debts of mine. 
His lofty crest, adorned with horns of grace. 

Is like the Moon that sheds her crescent light. 
A snowy mark midway the victim's face 

Illumes a swarthy brow. 



NOTE. 



* The celebration of the triumph over the Sicambri promised by 
the poet in this Ode, and which was designed for the return of Au- 
gustus, was never carried into execution. To avoid the intended 
honors, Csesar entered Rome in the night without informing the 
Senate. — Torr, 
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ODE III. 
TO MELPOMENE. 




CHARMING MUSE ! O lyric queen ! 
If thou hast viewed with favoring eye 
A child at birth, no chaplet green 

At Isthmian game shall veil his brow ; 
No coursers draw his Grecian car 

Victorious o*er the dusty plain ; 
No valiant deeds on fields afar 

Display o'er hills of conquering Rome 
His crest adorned with Delian bay, 

As one who rides in triumph home 
From humbling kings of haughty sway. 

But fruitful Tibur's rippling stream. 
The pleasant groves that shade its banks, 

Shall ever be his joyful theme. 
And crown his fame in minstrel ranks. 

The sons of Rome, of cities queen, 
Have deigned to place my lowly name 

With gentle bards. The tooth of spleen 
Less fiercely rends my laurels now. 

O Muse, for whom the gilded shell 
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With notes melodious lades the breeze ; 

Whose charm bestows a swan-like voice 
On fishes mute that haunt the seas; 

To thee I owe the praise entire, 
That fellow-travellers turn to view 

The bard that tunes Venusia's lyre ! 
My minstrel ardor comes from thee ; 

My power to please — by songs, inspire — 
If aught may please that comes from me. 
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ODE IV. 

IN PRAISE OF DRUSUS. 

[K^^BIiKE yonder bird that bears the lightning dread, 
Ej 1^^ When urged by youthful strength to fliglvts 

unknown, 
To prove the vigor of its pinions free ^ 

[The bird that Jove, the king supreme, doth own 
Of royal plume, since found so faithful once 

When Ganymede, comely youth was ta*en 
From Ida's crest to pass the nectar sweet] ; 

That soon, when suns dispel the genial rain. 
The vernal breezes lure, 'though doubting still, 

To venture heights by fledgling wings untried ; 
Or fierce desire impels t© rend the flock ; 

Anon, by hunger led, or warlike pride. 
To rashly pounce upon the serpent coiled ; 

So seemed to Vindelici Drusus * bold. 
With trembling Rhaetians, when he pushed the fray 

To Alpine slopes [whence came the custom old 
To ever arm their dexter hands in war 

With Scythian axe the bard hath never told — 

No minstrel's ken may compass every theme]. 

Or like the lion's whelp that quits the dam 
18* 
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To watch the grazing goat in pastures green, 

That soon — too soon — shall feel its budding teeth : 
So he appeared to quailing foes, I ween. 

That host, in awe of looks and actions bold, 
'Though long victorious on the bloody field. 

Were taught what will and genius trained aright 
In genial halls, what Caesar's fostering care 

For youthful Neros, then availed in fight ! 
The brave and just alone beget the brave ; 

In steed and ox paternal virtues live ; 
In eagle's nest no gentle doves are reared ; 

To native zeal the arts new vigor give ; 
True culture arms us when the trial comes ; 

When morals fail us pride of birth is vain. 
Lo, swift Metaurus, Hasdrubal in flight, 

Proclaim, O Rome, thy debt to Neros twain ' ! 
As doth that day when light of victory dawned ; 

That glorious day, that first illumed our arms, 
And chased the gloom that hid the fruitful plain 

While Afric's chieftain roamed o'er Latin soil. 
His fiery coursers urged with loosened rein : 

As hissing flame sweeps through the pitchy grove. 
Or wintry Euras rides Sicilian main. 

Thenceforth, our youth excelled in valiant deeds ; 
The statues rose in every ruined fane. 

That Punic hordes with impious hands threw down. 
Sore-pressed at last, thus cried their leader rude : 

** Like foolish hinds, the prey of ravening wolves, 
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We follow those whom haply to delude, 

Or safe escape, were signal victory won ! 
Yon race, now tossed by angry waves no more. 

Who brought their gods, their sons and gray-haired 
sires, 
From burning Troy to Latium's^ balmy shore, 

Like smitten oaks that crown Etruscan hills 
With foliage dense, by death and wounds revived. 

Gain strength and courage from the vengeful steel ! 
No fiercer rose the Hydra, many-lived. 

Before Alcides chafing at defeat ; 
Nor Thebes, nor Colchis reared so strange a seed.' 

By seas overwhelmed, they come more grandly forth. 
Opposed in arms, in hour of sorest need. 

They gain renown by desperate victories won 
From foes who claimed the day ; each anxious dame 

Exultant tells of deeds of valor done. 
No more to Carthage boasting heralds fly.* 

All hope and promise of my once proud name 
With Hasdrubal now rest beneath the sod !'* 

No toil so great that Claudian hearts may quail, 
Since gracious Jove sustains them by his nod. 

And Prudence aids when other hearts might fail. 



NOTES. 



» ITie victory of Dnisus over the Vindelici was gained in the month 
of August, 739, U.C. — Sanadon. 
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» Tiberius and Claudius Nero. 

3 Two prodigies were performed in different countries. Jason 
sowed the dragon's teeth in Colchis, that at once sprang up as men 
who destroyed each other; and Cadmus did the same in Boeotia. 
Echion and four others of those sown by Cadmus survived, and 
assisted in building the walls of Thebes. — Cruq. 

4 After the battle of Cannae, Hannibal sent his brother Mago to 
Carthage to herald the news. He boasted in pompous terms of the 
victory. — Lamb. 
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ODE V. 
TO AUGUSTUS. 

HHOU chief protector of the Roman State, 
On whom the gods benignly smiled at birth, 
Too long, too long, our eager hearts await 
Thy lingering feet ! 
Thy pledge redeem to Rome's tribunal high ; 

And quickly come ' — return to longing friends, 
With glorious mien illume thy native sky, 

O dauntless chief! 
For like the Spring that wooes the summer grass, 
Where'er thy face may shed its radiant beams, 
To weary men the days more swiftly pass 
With brighter suns ! 
As anxious mothers plead on bended knees 
V For absent boys, detained by wintry gales 
Beyond the year across Carpathian seas. 

Nor quit the strand : 
So pleadeth Rome, in loyal hopes agreed, 

For Caesar's coming. Lo ! beneath his rule 
The patient oxen roam the dewy mead. 
From danger free. 
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By Caesar blest, our fields are rich with grain ; 
And smiling Plenty greets our fertile hills ; 
The sailor plows in peace the billowy plain ; 

Faith dreads rebuke : 
No love unchaste degradeth nuptial vows ; 

By law and virtue base desire is quenched ; 
The dame is praised for children like her spouse ; 

Guilt fears the lash. 
Ah ! who shall dread the Parthians, bitter foes ? 

The frozen Scythians ? Rude, untutored tribes 
Germania rears amid the drifting snows, 

Should Caesar live? 
Or who shall heed the cruel Spaniard pjore? 
The swain, content among his native hills. 
May pass the hours — all warlike perils o*er — 

When he returns. 
To widowed elms, O Chief, he'll wed the vine ; 

Delight to quaff the mellow juice at eve ; 
And bid thee share, as one of race divine. 

His frugal feast ! 
Libation poured, with frequent vows each day 

He'll importune thee ; join thy hallowed name 
With household gods : as Greeks to Castor pray. 

Or Hercules ! 
Illustrious Chief! on Latin towns bestow 

Unfailing joy. At morning's quiet hour. 
At dewy eve when generous beakers flow. 
This boon we crave. 
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NOTE. 

» Augfustus was absent from Rome about two years and a half: his 
promise of a speedy return made his absence the more insupportable. 
He had either subdued, or reduced to peace, the whole east, north, 
and west: — the east marked by Parthia; the north, by Scythia and 
Germany ; the west, by Spain. — Sanadon. 
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ODE VI. 
TO APOLLO. ^ 




SjpjSSIlREAT archer-god ! who taught the brood 
Of Niobe/ unhappy dame, 
What doom awaits presumptuous tongues ; 

Whom Tityus huge, of odious fame, 
For lustful purpose came to dread ; 

Whose wrath Achilles feared in fight ! 
[That warrior, first in deeds of war. 

Of Thetis born, whose single might 
Had almost humbled Ilium's pride. 

For, wielding well that fatal spear, 
He shook her turrets far and wide. 

As falls a pine before the axe, 
Or cypress rent by eastern blast : 

That hero prone in Trojan dust, 
So measured there his stature vast. 

No horse of wood, perfidious gift 
To proud Minerva's injured shrine. 

Had startled Troy and Priam's halls 
In evil hour mid dance and wine, 

But, fiercely harsh to suppliant foes. 
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To Grecian flame his hand had cast 

With infants mute the babes unborn, 
Except the sire of gods, at last 

Overcome by Venus* prayer and thine, 
Vouchsafed iEneas prince of Troy, 

Upreared beyond the foaming brine 
Mid happier omens, grander walls]. 

O thou, whose lyric notes impart 
To courts above melodious joy ; 

From whom Thalia wins her art ; 
Whose locks are bathed in Xanthian dews — 

Thou charming god ! inspire my heart, 
Uphold, I pray, the Latian muse. 

'Twas Phoebus gave poetic grace. 
To him I owe my bardlike fame. 

All tuneful skill from him I trace. 
Ye blushing maidens void of blame, 

Ye gallant youth of noble birth. 
And ye who serve the Del'ian queen — 

The goddess fair who smites the stag 
And flying lynx with arrows keen — 

Attend, to hear my Lesbian lays. 
Now mark my swaying finger well 

While proud Latona*s heir I praise. 
And Luna's beams inspire my song. 

Who sheds by night her genial rays, 

And rolls the hastening months along. 

Sweet maiden, say when thou art wed, 
19 
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** That hallowed year a hymn I sang 

That pleased the gods, by Horace led, 
While Rome's centennial" praises rang.*' 



NOTES. 



' Niobe, says Lambinus, was the daughter of Tantalus, and wife of 
Amphion, king of Thebes. She had twelve children — six male and 
six female — of whom she was so proud as to reproach Latona for 
having but two, Apollo and Diana. The goddess complained to her 
children, who slew the offspring of Niobe — Apollo the males and 
Diana the girls. Niobe grieved so deeply that she dissolved into 
tears. Jupiter, pitying her distress, changed her to a stone from which 
flowed fountains of water. — Watson, 

» The secular or centennial games were celebrated every hundred 
and ten years. 
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ODE VII. 

TO TORQUATUS. 

i HE snows are fled ; and verdure green 
Now covers hill and fallow. 
The groves rejoice in emerald sheen ; 
Fast blooms the downy mallow. 

New charms adorn our smiling land ; 

Soft flows the ebbing river ; 
The Nymphs and Graces hand in hand 

Now press the lea together. 

Each day of every hastening year, 

Each hour of kindly greeting, 
Reminds us all by omens clear 

That earthly scenes are fleeting 1 

The cold will yield when zephyrs blow ; 

Spring wooes the Summer weather ; 
When Autumn comes, the drifting snow 

Soon veils the flowery heather. 
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Though yonder waning moon will shed 
Once more its radiant glory, 

Yet we shall join the phantom dead 
Far-famed in ancient story. 

Ah ! who may tell if Jove will send 
Our lives a glad to-morrow ? 

The gold that buys thee pleasures, friend, 
No greedy heir shall borrow. 

When death, Torquatus,* dims thine eye. 
And Minos draws thy number, 

Nor love, nor vows, nor priestly sigh 
May break that ghostly slumber. 

For Dian's will may never save 
The dead' from gloom infernal ; 

Or Theseus free the guilty slave ' 
From Lethe's bonds eternal ! 



NOTES. 



* A descendant of Manlius who, in the combat at Anio, slew 
Uncagula the giant of Gaul, and took a gold chain from his neck. 

■ Hippolytus, son of Theseus, who was torn to pieces by his horses 
and restored to life by -^sculapius at Diana's request. 

3 Pirithous, close companion of Theseus. Horace speaks after the 
doctrine of the Epicureans who disbelieved the popular stories. 
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ODE VIII. 
TO MARCIUS CENSORINUS. 

^^HH ! Censorinus, bowls of goodly size 

ft VJ And brazen urns I'd freely send, 

With tripods tall that victor Grecians prize, 

To each who claims my love as friend — 
Nor should the least enrich thy generous hand — 

If works of wondrous art were mine, 
That Scopas' wrought, or bold Parrhasius' planned. 

[One, famed for carving forms divine ; 
The other, skilled both gods and men to trace 

In fadeless hues.] No wealth I share, 
Alas, like that ! Nor doth thy lofty place. 

Or wish demand such tokens rare. 

In song thy noble heart delights. 
And songs I give, nor count their value small. 

Nor lines a loving public writes 
On marble pure, that oft from death recall 

The just and brave to life again ; 
Nor Hannibal pursued in headlong flight, 

Himself the mark of threatenings^ vain ; 

Nor impious Carthage, wrapped in blazing light ; 

His worthy praise so loudly swells, 
19* 
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Who under Afric's burning suns hath bled, 

As dear Calabria's minstrel tells 
His gallant deeds. Nay, nay, if songs were dead 

Thy life would lose its meed on earth. 
What fame had come to Ilia's son* by Mars, 

Had greedy Silence buried worth ? 
The poet's genius lifts above the stars 

Europa's child* from Stygian gloom, 
A dweller now among the Happy Isles. 

The Muse forbids death's final doom 
For valiant souls on whom fair Virtue smiles. 

To such, are given joys divine. 
Thus Hercules now shares ambrosial food ; 

Tyndarian youth,* who nightly shine. 
Now rescue tossing barks from briny flood. 

And thus that merry god benign, 
Who twines his brow with ivy from the wood, 

Befriendeth all who love the vine. 



NOTES. 



« A native of Paros. Representations in marble of Venus, Phaeton 
and Apollo, were his chief works. 

» Parrhasius, an Ephesian, who lived about 400 B.C. He is cele- 
brated for his admirable representation of a curtain, before the vine 
and grapes of Zeuxis, which deceived even the artistical eyes of the 
latter. — Anthon. 

3 His threats when driven from Italy to the defence of Carthage. 

4 Romulus. S ^acus. 6 Castor and Pollux. 
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ODE IX, 
TO MARCUS LOLLIUS. 

j EST thou regard as sound that dies 

These notes unheard in minstrel ranks, 
Attuned by one whose birth-place lies 
By Aufidus with echoing banks, 

Remember, 'though great Homer gains 

Among the bards a royal part. 
Yet Pindar's muse and Caeian strains 

With ruder songs have tuneful art. . 

The playful verse Anacreon sang 

In years gone by our hearts inspire ; 
To lover's joy and lover's pang, 

iEolia's maiden wakes the lyre. 

Lq, other dames than Helen fair 

A gallant's wavy locks have won, 
His cloth of gold and courtly air. 

The brilliant train that round him shone. 
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Bold Teucer's eye was not the first 
To aim a shaft from Cydon^'s bow. 

Proud Ilium's plain was twice accurst 
Beneath the tread of a conquering foe. 

Deucalion's heir/ who wonders wrought, 
And Sthenelus, most warlike Greek, 

Are not the only souls who fought 
Of whom the Muses love to speak. 

Nor yet was Hector first to feel 
A cruel blow for home and wife ; 

Deiphobus' of ardent zeal 

The first to yield his blameless life. 

Ah ! many a hero fought and bled 
Ere Agamemnon 3 breathed the air. 

Yet all have joined the stranger dead, 
Unwept, because no bard was there. 

The brave, unsung beyond the grave. 
Like craven souls have lived in vain. 

Thy deeds, my friend, this ode shall save 
From dark oblivion's luckless train. 

Thy mind is rich in prudent plans, 
And firm alike in weal and woe ; 

With stern rebuke thy judgment scans 
Each sordid purpose vile and low. 
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When gold, to every mortal dear, 

Displays its charms thy heart is proof; 

A Consul thou not one brief year, 
But oft as judge, with face aloof. 

And upright zeal, a bribe hath spurned, 
Hath chosen worth in lieu of gain. 

That place was thine so justly earned 
By life sincere without a stain. 

We may not deem as truly blest 

The man of boundless wealth, my friend. 
The happiest mortal counts as best 

Each boon the prudent gods may send ; 

Mid thronging cares doth bravely stand, 
And fears dishonor more than death ; 

For sons artd wife and native land, 
Would freely yield his latest breath. 



NOTES. 



« Idomeneus, a king of Crete, and leader of the Cretan force against 
Troy. 

» Son of Priam, king of Troy. 

3 Brother of Menelaus, husband of Helen. He led the Greeks 
against Troy, and was murdered on his return by his wife Clytemnestra 
assisted by her paramour iEgisthus. 
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ODE X. 

TO LIQURINUS. 

CRUEL boy, now vain of winning grace, 
When o*er thy brow the plume of age' is 

lying, 

And envious time shall mar that blushing face. 
Those downy cheeks with damask roses vying ; 

Those wavy locks that wanton breezes kiss. 

Around thy neck and shoulders fondly straying, 

[So little dreamed in hours of youthful bliss] 
Shall thinly grow, thy debt to nature paying ; 

Ah 1 then, my boy, before the mirrored glass, 

With anxious eye the deepening wrinkles viewing, 

Shalt thou exclaim : " Why may not youth, alas ! 
With wisdom dwell, my former bloom renewing?*' 



NOTE. 
' Gray hairs. 
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ODE XI. 
TO PHYLLIS. 



Y Phyllis, a jar full of wine that is cheering, 
From fruitful Abania's sunny, green land, 
Awaits at my home for thy welcome appear- 
ing. 
Nine summers gone by it was sealed by my hand. 
I've parsley for chaplets to crown thee, sweet maiden ; 

And store of pale ivy to weave in thy hair. 
Thy tresses of gold, with its tender leaves laden, 
With glory bewilder, my own Phyllis fair ! 

The silver is bright on the shelves in my dwelling ; 

The altar, with vervain all chastely arrayed. 
Now craves to be sprinkled with crimson drops welling 

From a lamb soon to die for thy sake, lovely maid. 
There's hurry of feet in my kitchen preparing 

The dainties to garnish my board by-and-by, 
Each girl and each boy in the pleasant task sharing. 

The fire on my hearth rolls the sooty smoke high.* 
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The Ides-day of April, the month of fair Venus,' 

The child that was born of the foam of the sea. 
Invites to its joys; and we'll praise it between us, 

With reason more dear than a birthday to me. 
A winsome rich maiden hath captured thy better, 

Young Telephus, born to more wealth than is thine. 
She holds him fast-pinioned by love's charming fetter. 

Held close in her arms as a tree by its vine. 

The warning of Phaeton's doom 3 is quite ample 

To keep daring riders from mounting the sky. 
And earth-born Bellerophon's fate* an example 

To teach thee the folly of hopes that are high. 
Then come, gentle Phyllis, my last, only treasure, 

And grace with thy presence my humble abode ; 
Come learn from thy lover some sweet-flowing measure. 

We'll chase gloomy care from our hearts with an ode. 



NOTES. 



« The better class of Greeks and Romans had chimneys to their 
dwellings. The poorer classes had simply an opening in the roof, 
a April was the month of Venus, because her festival was held then. 

3 A son of Phoebus. He obtained leave to drive his father's chariot 
for a single day. Unable to manage the fiery steeds, Jupiter hurled 
him into the river Eridanus to prevent a general conflagration. 

4 A son of Glaucus. Betog falsely accused by the wife of Prcetus, 
king of the Argives, he was sent with a letter to his father-in-law 
containing instructions that the bearer should be killed. 
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ODE XII. 



TO VIRGIL. 



I^S^SHE Thracian breeze in vernal train 
ES k9 ^^^ calms the sea, and fills the sail ; 
No crisping frost is on the plain j 
The purling waters thread the vale. 

Now Philomela * weaves her bed 

[To Cecrops* House an endless blame] ; 

With sad lament for Itys dead, 

Beneath the gloaming hides her shame. 

At rest upon the emerald sod, 

The shepherd lifts his cheerful voice ; 

And tunes the pipes to please that god 
Whom flocks, Arcadia's hills, rejoice. 

A thirst, O Virgil, burns in Spring ! 

Yet, if to quaff Calenian wine 

Will suit thee, fragrant ointment bring, 

Beloved of bards, thou friend of mine. 
20 
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A meagre box of costly nard 
Shall buy a cask of vintage rare 

To cheer thy soul, O tuneful bard ; 
Or haply drown thine every care ! 

If joys like these may speed thy way, 
The tribute bring, and quickly come. 

I cannot throw my cups away, 
As if abundance filled my home. 

Then linger not for love of gain. 

Remember death's impending doom. 
Anon, from graver thoughts refrain. 

'Tis good betimes to banish gloom. 



NOTE. 



» Daughter of Pandion, king of Athens. Cecrops was the founder 
and first king of Athens; hence, the expression, Cecrops' House, as 
referring to a line of rulers of which Pandion was one. Philomela 
was changed into a nightingale. 
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ODE XIII. 



TO LYCE. 




HE gods, O Lyce, heed my prayer ; 
They deign to bow a listening ear ; 
And thou, who fain would look so fair, 
As fades the leaf, art old and sere ! 

In midnight rout when drunk with wine, 
And youth applaud thy maudlin joy, 

I hear that quavering voice of thine 
Invite the laggard Archer-boy. 

The god now kindles fond desire ; 

And paints the bloom on Chia*s face, 
Whose fingers wake the slumbering lyre 

With plaintive art and tuneful grace. 

The rogue disdains thy teeth decayed ; 

O'er blasted oaks discreetly flies: 
That frosty hair, thou wrinkled jade, 

With wintry coldness greets his eyes. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



232 



ODES OF HORACE, 



Nor purple dye from Coan bays, 

Nor sparkling gem, nor jewelled ring, 

Can e'er recall the fleeting days 

That Time records on hastening wing. 

Ah ! whither, pray, hath beauty fled ? 

Thy charming grace and winsome art ? 
O tell me where thy bloom hath sped, 

Thou wreck of her who stole my heart ! 

My Cynara's peer, thy youth was rife 
With pure delights — no rueful tears. 

But fates cut short my Cynara's life ; 
To Lyce gave the raven's years: 

That ardent suitors yet might view. 
As peals of laughter rent the skies. 

The torch that once so radiant grew 
In ashes fade before their eyes ! 
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ODE XIV. 

TO AUGUSTUS. 

I^^SIHAT zeal, O Caesar, of our Roman State, 

Hvl Wl What proud inscriptions by the Senate graved 

On marble shafts, what records clear, may 

crown 

Thy glorious deeds, or bring undying fame? 

O thou, of princes chief where yonder sun 

Illumes the earth that weary mortals till ; 

Whom Vindelici, scorning Roman sway. 

On many a bloody field have learned to fear ! 

For Drusus, marching with thy legions grim. 

Hath more than once overcome Genaunians bold ; 

With Brenci swift, and stormed the giant Alps. 

The elder Nero, by thy might upheld, 

Fierce warfare urged, and smote the Rhsetians dread.. 

*Twas grand to see with what destruction dire 

He whelmed those heroes bravely courting death ! 

As southern gales harass the briny deep 

When dancing Pleiads cleave the wintry clouds, 

So he, relentless, drave the savage foe, 

And spurred through battle's flame his neighing steeds. 
20* 
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As Aufidus that laves the Daunian plains, 

When like some raging bull he foams with wrath, 

And plans a deluge o'er the neighboring fields : 

So Nero, armed, and by thy wisdom led. 

In fury swept those iron ranks aside ; 

Both front and rear victorious mowed them down, 

And piled the sod with heaps of gasping slain ! 

That day when suppliant Egypt opened wide 

Her gates for thee — her palace void of life. 

Third happy lustrum marked thy reign benign. 

That day, to crown thy hopes and victories won, 

Kind Fortune placed an end to dismal war. 

O shield of Latium and imperial Rome ! 

The haughty Spaniard fears thy bodeful frown ; 

The wandering Scythian and the Mede are mute ; 

The tribes of Ind with awe thy grandeur view ; 

Mysterious Nile and Danube own thy sway. 

The rushing Tigris and the distant sea. 

With monsters filled, that beats the Briton's coast. 

The dauntless Gaul, Iberia's rugged sons. 

Obey thy stern behest ; Sicambrians rude 

Revere thy might, and lay their weapons down 1 



k 
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ODE XV. 
ON THE RESTORATION OF PEACE. 

|HEN I would tune the bended lyre 
To dismal war and conquered towns, 
Apollo chid me, lest I launch 
My puny bark on Tuscan seas. 
Thine age, O Caesar, clothed the fields 
With plenteous crops, and brought to Jove 
The captured standards, bravely torn 
By Roman hands from Parthian walls ! 
It closed the gates of Janus fast.' 
No more the martial trump is blown. 
It punished lust, and banished crime ; 
Revived the ancient arts in Rome, 
Whereby her fame and power increased. 
As far as western suns go down 
From eastern hills, her grandeur spread ! 
While Caesar guards the public weal, 
Nor civil broil, nor bloody deed. 
Nor hate that forges wounding steel. 
And sets at variance luckless men, 
Shall e*er disturb our tranquil homes ; 
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The tribes that quaff the Danube's flood, 
The Getae rude, the Persian base, 
And those who dwell by Tanais' banks 
Shall keep the Julian edicts well. 
Then let us join on festal days, 
As did our sires, with wife and friends 
To praise with song and Lydian pipes 
The valiant chiefs who led our arms. 
Mid joyous gifts that Bacchus gives. 
We'll sing of Troy, Anchises old. 
And him of lovely Venus born." 



NOTES. 



» In the spring of the year 744, U.C, Augustus shut the temple of 
Janus for the third and last time. The gates of Janus were open in 
war and closed in peace. The gates were shut twice before ; once, in 
the days of Numa — again, at the close of the first Punic war. — Sanadon 
— Anthon. 

2 iEneas. 
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IN PRAISE OF COUNTRY LIFE.' 



5S|^HAT soul is blest, remote from busy marts, 
I mH Like men of old, content with simpler arts, 
Who tills the soil paternal hands have sown, 
From usurers free, with oxen all his own. 
For him the war-trump hoarsely sounds in vain. 
With fearless eye he scans the billowy plain. 
No vexing suits within the forum wait. 
No weary watch outside some lordling*s gate. 
To poplar tall he therefore weds the vine — 
Around each limb its amorous tendrils twine — 
And prunes with care the sterile branch away. 
To fitly graft thereon more fruitful spray ; 

237 
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Or calmly views from some contiguous hill 
His lowing herds that roam the vale at will ; 
In vessels neat, bestows the honey clear ; 
Or deftly shears the woolly flocks each year. 
When sober Autumn lifts his forehead browned 
Amid the fields, with mellow fruitage crowned, 
How gladly then he plucks the grafted pear, 
Or grape that dims the purple tyrants wear 
[Thy due, Priapus, god of vineyard grounds, 
And thine, Sylvanus, guardian of our bounds]. 
Beneath the holm he oft reclines his head, 
Whose ancient boughs a welcome covering spread ; 
Or seeks the banks where dense the herbage grows, 
And rippling streams invite to soft repose : 
Where warbling birds with song the branches fill. 
To suit the music of the purling rill. 
When drifting snow obscures the flowery plain, 
From wintry sky descends the pelting rain. 
He drives the boar, with many a baying hound. 
Within the toils that hem the thickets round. 
On tapering pole, beside some rustling bush. 
He spreads the net to catch the greedy thrush ; 
With eager hand, adjusts the luring snare 
For stranger crane," or yet the timorous hare. 
Mid joys like these, who might not soon forget 
The thousand woes that foolish lovers fret ? 
But if, perchance, he boasts a frugal spouse 
Who shares his cot, and keeps her nuptial vows 
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[As did the wives of ancient Sabine fame,' 
Or blest Apulia's thrifty, sun-burnt dame] : 
Who rears his children with true mother's art ; 
Of household care, endures her cheerful part; 
And piles the hearth with seasoned fagots high 
To greet her lord when evening shades draw nigh ; 
Behind the hurdle pens the nursing kine. 
Or drains the milk more rich than sparkling wine ; 
From shining cask draws forth the vintage new, 
And spreads a feast that on their acres grew : — 
He's rich indeed ! Give me such homely fare, 
And take the viands bought in markets rare ; 
The oyster fresh from Lucrine's mirrored lake,^ 
That only kings and wealthy lords partake ; 
The oval turbot, and the dainty scar 
That eastern floods pursue from haunts afar 
When dreary winter brings the howling breeze 
To swell the tumult of our neighboring seas. 
The Nubian fowl,* or yet the toothsome snipe 
I relish less than chosen olives ripe ; 
Than sorrel plain that hides the dewy mead. 
Or mallows green that sickly mortals need ; 
The lambkin slain for him who guards our meres ; 
Or rescued kid of few, but blameless years. 
Mid feasts like these, what pleasure 'tis to see 
The woolly flocks come bounding o'er the lea; 
The patient ox betimes at set of sun 
Drag home the plow his weary labors done ; 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



240 ODES OF HORACE. 



NOTES. 



* The object of the poet is to show how difficult it is for a covetous 
man to lay aside the love of gain. He, therefore, supposes an usurer 
who is persuaded of the happiness and tranquillity of a country life 
and forms the design of renouncing hie pursuit of riches, and retiring 
into the country. He calls in his money, and is on the eve of depart- 
ure, when his ruling passion returns, and once more plunges him into 
the vortex of gain. — Anthon, 

' Cranes came to Italy in winter for the warm climate : hence Pliny 
calls them Hyemis advenas, strangers of winter. — Lamb, 

3 The Sabines were frugal and industrious, and their wives were 
noted for modesty and chastity. — Cruq. 

4 The Romans loved the oysters of the Lucrine Lake. 

5 Supposed to be the common turkey. 



e .^^ s. 



^^tp^' 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



I 



And faithful slaves, unawed by bruising rods, ! 

In silence grouped around the household gods !" I 

Thus Alfius mused, on rustic joys intent, j 

And quick recalled usurious treasures lent 
Till coming Ides. Alas ! his plans were vain. 
A fortnight thence, he loaned them out again. 
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TO NE^RA. 



HWAS night : among the lesser stars 
The conscious moon was beaming. 
Beneath the cloudless sky we sat, 
Of blissful wedlock dreaming. 

More close than ivy twines the oak 

Thine arms my neck enfolding 
[Ah ! soon to grieve the gods above, 

That hallowed tryst beholding.] 

This fervent vow escaped thy lips. 

To vows of mine replying: 
** While hungry wolf shall rend the flock, 

The shepherd^s crook defying ; 

Orion dread, the sailor's foe. 

Bring on the wintry weather. 
And zephyrs fan Apollo's brow. 

Our hearts shall beat together !** 

O false Neaera ! thou shalt weep 

To lose a bard so clever ; 
For Flaccus, if he prove a man. 

Thy perjured bonds will sever. 
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He'll brook no chosen rivars hand 
To stray among thy tresses ; 

But surely find some worthier maid 
To share his fond caresses. 

And as for thee, whoe'er thou art, 
So vain of transient powers, 

Though rich in flocks and mystic lore, 
In fields and vineyard bowers ; 

For thee alone Pactolus ' flow ; 

Thy cheek outshine the cherry; 
Alas, thou'lt mourn her truant love. 

But I shall then be merry ! 



NOTE. 

* A river in Lydia. In the times of Croesus, there rolled from the 
mountains a golden sand, which was the source of that king's im- 
mense wealth. 
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THE SECULAR ODE.' 

PHCEBUS ! Dian, virgin forest-queen ! 
Ye lustrous pair, twin glories of the sky ! 
By men adored with worship ever due, 
To vows reply. 
Bestow the joys we crave this festal day 

When Sibyl numbers bid our maidens choice, 
With virtuous youth, a gladsome paean chant 

With blended voice 
To praise the gods who guard our sacred hills. 

Life-nurturing Sun ! who bring the dawning light, 
And bear it westward in thy dazzling car 
To greet the night 
[Returning ever new and yet the same], 

O may thy beams illume no grander scene 
In all the circuit of thy path, than Rome, 

Of cities queen ! 
O Ilithyia, kind in hour of birth. 

Protect our dames in travail, we implore ! 
Should Genitalis, or Lucina please 

Thy fancy more. 
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By either name, increase our future race. 

O prosper well the Senate's wise decree, 
The law of wedlock ;' may it fruitful prove 

Sustained by thee ! 
So when the five-score years and ten roll round — 
This hallowed time return — in game and song, 
May gathered Rome rejoice ; three days and nights 

The feast prolong. 
Ye Fates, inspired to fathom Jove's behest ; 

By mystic rhymes to publish things to come ; 
To blessings past yet greater blessings add 
For glorious Rome ! 
May fruitful Earth, in flocks and pastures rich. 
Round Ceres* brow a sheafy garland twine ; 
Young life with dew and purest air be fed, 

Ye powers divine ! 
Fair Archer -god, with quivered arrows mild, 

To suppliant youth vouchsafe a willing ear ! 
O crescent Luna, queen of all the stars, 
Our virgins hear ! 
Ye gods, if Rome was reared by heavenly aid ; 

To Tuscan shores, from winds and waters free. 
Your omens guided wandering sons of Troy 

Across the sea, 
[That scanty band constrained to quit their homes ; 

Whom great -^neas, just in peace and war, 
Through flames led forth to realms beyond the flood 
More grand by far] : 
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To virtuous ways incline our docile youth ; 

On hoary age bestow a tranquil mind ; 
To Roman people gifts and glory send 

Of every kind. 
And may the race, who pay their yearly vows 

With bullocks white, and claim from Venus fair 
Undoubted birth, in battle rout the foe, 

The suppliant spare. 
By sea and land the Parthian dreads our arms. 

The Roman axe hath quelled their bitter hate. 
The tribes of Ind, the Scythians, tribute pay, 

So proud of late. 
Now Truth and Peace and Worth, of modest mien. 

Neglected Virtue, ancient Faith forlorn, 
With joy return. Nay, smiling Plenty brings 

Her brimming horn. 
May heavenly Phoebus of the golden bow. 

The Augur-god who charms the tuneful Nine, 
The mighty Healer, soothing mortal woe 

By skill divine 
[So be he views yon kingly hill and shrine 

With favoring eye], another lustrum grace ; 
To glories past yet brighter glories add ; 
Prolong our race. 
May she who reigns on sacred Aventine, 

Diana pure, her pleading votaries hear ; 
Vouchsafe our priests devout, elect Fifteen, 
A listening ear. 
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Now we who praise Apollo, archer keen, 

And sing of Dian, take our homeward way, 
Assured that Jove, each gracious god, hath heard 
Our hymn to-day. 



NOTES. 

' Before the time of Augustus, the Secular games occurred every 
hundred years. Some diversity of opinion having arisen, Augustus, 
deeming the festival of great importance, referred the matter to the 
priests who decided that, according to the Sibylline books, an age 
ought to contain a hundred and ten years, and not a hundred only. — 
Francis. 

2 In the year 736, Augustus made a law, in which he proposed 
rewards to those who should marry, and fines for those who remained 
in celibacy. His object was to restore to Rome the number of her 
citizens greatly reduced during the civil wars. 
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